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MAID FOR THE HOLLYWOOD HEARTTHROB 


It’s the ultimate Hollywood fantasy: dreamy movie 
star meets attractive young ingenue. But will this 
romance have a happy fairytale ending? 


Ashlee can’t believe her luck. A job cleaning Tony Fontana’s 
home, the Tony Fontana! 


Just being inside her favorite actor’s house would have 
been enough. She never dreamed she would come face to 
face with the man himself... in his own bedroom. 


From the moment she first laid eyes on Tony Fontana in the 
flesh, Ashlee knew this was the man she was supposed to be 
with. 


Tony Fontana normally wouldn’t have been home while his 
house was being cleaned, but fate had other plans. 


A cancelled flight. A missed Paris photoshoot. All divine 
intervention so he could meet this captivating young woman 
unlike any other. 


The attraction is immediate. The passion, undeniable. Tony 
is determined for this angelic creature to be all his... 
forever. 


But being a Hollywood celebrity comes with its hazards - 
snooping journalists, most of all. 


Will secrets from his past and an increasingly intrusive 
paparazzi tear them apart? Will Tony’s mature worldliness 
be too much for young, inexperienced Ashlee? 


Or will their powerful bond overcome any obstacle that 
comes their way? 


Maid for the Hollywood Heartthrob is an engrossing story 
of intense chemistry and all-consuming passion. 
Follow Ashlee and Tony as they explore the ups and downs 
of a Hollywood romance... and each other. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


A shlee 


“Its whose house?” I ask, my mouth going dry and a 
buzzing in my ears ringing. I feel faint and have to steady 
myself against the wall to stay upright. 


“Tony Fontana... Now do you see why I didn’t tell you?” my 
mom giggles before looking serious again. 


After pestering me for a week, with a strange glint in her 
eye, I finally caved to come help her with her cleaning 
round on my day off. 


She knows how much I Jove Tony Fontana, he’s an older 
guy, sure. But he can actually act and is the star of every 
single one of my favorite movies, even the outdated TV 
shows he did before he hit the big times. 


“Tony... Fontana?” I exclaim again, under my breath as 
mom pops open the security gate with her pass key. 


“Yep. Now, darling, make sure you actually help me here, 
okay? I need this job and it pays well, so don’t fuck it up for 
me, sugar. Okay?” she asks again, her big, wide eyes 


looking nervous, almost like she regrets bringing me, even 
though I know the house will be empty. 


They always are. 


It’s not glamorous work, but the Hollywood set pays better 
than most for a good job and they all know my mom always 
does a stellar job. And with complete privacy. 


Me? 


I’m already picturing myself dragging my sodden center 
across Tony’s bed, his clothes... Oooh! His underwear 
drawer... maybe he walks in and catches me? Feeeee 


Okay... maybe not quite. But I’m pretty damned excited. 
Feeling tingles, and shivers I’ve never felt before. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy before, let alone... 
Oh my god. 
Tony. 


The man is a god. I’ve bought and got everything from his 
face as a screensaver to his prune based cereal that has his 
face on the box... for my mom, of course. 


His chiseled jaw, and those smoldering dark eyes. Those 
perfect white teeth that highlight his dimpled chin. 


Dark hair that has just the slightest hint of silver foxiness to 
it, and a body that wipes the floor with any twenty 
something guy who thinks he stands a chance against the 
original and the best. 


Tony Fontana is all man and has chest hair to prove it. I 
sometimes... okay, often imagine myself curling my fingers 
into his chest hair as he holds me close. Laying with me 
after he... 


“Ashlee... Ashlee!” 


My mom is snapping her fingers in front of my eyes, 
bringing them back into focus. 


“Like I said, kiddo, don’t fuck this up. I almost regret 
bringing you here already,” she chides me, brushing past 
me as we stand in the cavernous, slate lined entrance of 
Tony’s single story bungalow in the Hollywood hills. 


Bungalow? It’s a goddamn mansion is what it is. 


“Over a dozen rooms kiddo, let’s hustle even though we 
only have to do six today.” My mom reminds me, scrambling 
to shut off the alarm with the code she’s memorized. 


I still feel giddy, but the smell of his house. The scent of him. 
It sets me straight in a moment, as if the man himself is 
right behind me. 


It’s almost as if I can feel his eyes on me, even though we’ve 
never met. 


It’s a woody scent, strong, but with some soft musk and 
something else... something I have an inkling only men like 
him exude. 


Pure sex appeal is what it is, and all rolled up in the smell of 
real money. 


His house is huge, but sparse. Chunky, leather and wood 
furniture. Lots of art, but stuff I can actually see, not just 
smears of paint. Real pictures. Real things. 


A Japanese garden glows through a huge series of atrium 
windows, arcing up to a classical style glass dome ceiling. 


Beautiful. 


The art is mostly thick set women, showing more than just 
their heavy chests, but done so well it truly is art. And all in 


thick, heavy wooden frames. 
Maybe there’s hope for me yet? 


Maybe I can see myself in a couple of those old masters 
renderings? Maybe the classical figure is making a 
comeback... 


Who cares? If Tony likes that sort of thing, I’ve got plenty of- 
“ Ashlee” 


I take a breath, roll my eyes and hustle to where my mom 
is, a large walk in closet filled with cleaning equipment at 
the end of the hall. 


“Tony, Mr. Fontana, left for Europe today. We have to do a 
section of the house today and the rest through the week. 
He doesn’t like people in the house for more than an hour, 
so we need to hurry,” she says in her prim, clipped and 
professional tone, the voice she uses when she chews me 
out. 


The voice she uses when I remind myself she’s my mom and 
has to tell me what to do sometimes. Even though I’m 
pushing twenty now. 


Half talking to herself, half telling me what I need to do, she 
tells me to start in the main bedroom, giving me directions 
to start closest to the front door we just came through. 


“And no fucking around, Ashlee. I mean it,” she says 
earnestly. 


I’m already walking towards the scent, the feel, the 
opulence of his bedroom. 


Tony. 


The place is spotless, but I’m not complaining. Less work 
and more Tony suits me just fine. 


Privy to Tony Fontana’s own bedroom... I figure my mom 
knows just how much this means to me, and I behave 
accordingly, treating each step into his private world as I 
would a religious shrine. 


The huge four poster bed. The even bigger walk in closet. 
The simple elegance of the whole place. 


Within seconds I’m sniffing one of his shirts, clawing at an 
open drawer for his underwear. 


I can’t help it. 
But all too quickly, something is terribly wrong. 


Someone else is in the house, I hear the front door open, 
sensing a third person. 


My heart backflips as I think of a home invasion gone 
wrong. 


The deep, gruff voice of a man, followed by the front door 
slamming makes me freeze on the spot, then a warm rush 
of heat to my center makes me purr as I recognize that 
smoky, sultry tone. 


“T don’t give a fuck about that, Paul. A canceled flight is 
worth calling me about, what the fuck am I paying you 
people for! Jesus man, a whole day’s delay? If I lose the 
Paris shoot I’ll sue you for everything you’ve got, which is 
mostly mine anyway. Asshole!” he growls angrily, hanging 
up his phone and sending soft designer luggage skidding 
down the hallway before turning sharply into his bedroom. 


Stopping dead in his tracks, his eyes fixate on mine in a 
second. 


His low growl extends from anger to intense satisfaction in 
a single moment. 


He’s caught me sniffing one of his shirts with my hand 
wanting to glide between my legs along with some of his 
underwear; desperately trying to cup my own chest at the 
same time as I moan softly at the very sound of him, the 
very thought of him... the man himself. 


Tony Fontana. 


CHAPTER TWO 


| ony 


My homecoming from Europe is a little... okay, a Jot sooner 
than I anticipated. I spot the agency’s cleaner’s car and 
groan. 


I don’t feel like dealing with anyone right now, least of all 
busty, Malibu Barbie type cleaners. 


I've only run into her once, by accident. And I never wanted 
to again. 


I like things just how I like them, usually with just me and 
my lines to rehearse. Not a fucking audience that wants to 
gush over me. 


Paul, my manager, is being a shit as usual. Sent me to the 
airport for nothing and now I’ve missed a whole day’s worth 
of scenes from my new movie being shot in Paris. 


I’m expecting the director and producer on the phone any 
minute. ‘Time is money’, they'll say. ‘The fees you’re 
charging...’ blah, blah, blah. 


They’ll want to renegotiate on the whole contract. Pity. I 
really wanted to do the movie my way. 


But what I see waiting for me in my bedroom is more than 
enough to make up for it. 


All thoughts of the movie, the contract, hell even my whole 
acting career can go to hell once I see her. 


Crazed fan? 
Is she sniffing my shirt? Holy shit are those my...? 


A low growl escapes me and my dick twitches as I take in 
her form. 


Fuck, she’s perfect! 


She is... she’s about to sniff my fucking boxers from the 
linen basket, while touching herself? Holy Christ. 


We’re both frozen in place, staring at each other. I feel my 
brows go up, in time with the pulsing in my pants as all the 
adrenalin from my anger at the day changes into something 
new. 


Something special. 
Something just for her. 


I watch her clear blue eyes grow wide with surprise, then 
guilt, fear and finally... arousal as her pupils dilate and then 
narrow slightly. A sound escaping her she can’t help. 


A call for assistance, the signal to my own body that hers is 
going to be mine. 


“I’m Tony. Tony Fontana,” I hear myself say, sounding like an 
idiot in my own home. 


Her head nods slowly, as if in a dream and she mouths some 
words but there’s only some more of that sound, that 
whimpering, needful sound. 


My instinct is to go to her, take her in my arms and well... to 
throw her on the damned bed and claim her as my own. To 
throw myself at her and hope she’ll have me. That’s what 
my instincts are screaming. 


But first things first, who the hell is she and why hasn’t she 
been in my room before now? 


Her long blond hair is tied up in two plaited ponytails, one 
on either side of her round, lightly freckled face. A button 
nose and dimpled cheeks flush with color that’s gone way 
past embarrassment, all the way to fuck-town. 


I know that look. 


I see it every time I leave the house. Every time a woman so 
much as looks at me. 


But it’s never meant anything to me, not until today. Until 
right fucking now. 


It’s hard to look away from her eyes, that angel’s face, but 
her curves are pulsing in tune with her breath under her 
thin white tee and slightly ratty white skirt. 


The vacuum and other tools on either side of her do give 
her away, but I want her to be an intruder. 


I want her to be here for something other than cleaning. 


I want her to be bad, so I can teach her a lesson she’ll never 
forget. 


Sniffing my clothes counts, right? 


I groan audibly, watching her thick nipples poke out like 
searching missiles. Reaching out for me. 


“Pm-” she starts to say until a piercing, screeching cry 
comes from the thumping sound along the hallway before 
we’re joined by a face I recognize. 


Cleaner. Malibu Barbie, from the agency. 


“Ashleeeee? What are you doin’? I told you not to... Oh! 
Mr.... Fon-ta-na...” she sighs, wheezing another breath in as 
she straightens her hair with both hands and sticks out her 
chest. Her eyes flutter like they’re full of something she’s 
just dusted. 


“ Ashlee,” I growl again, taking a step towards her, ignoring 
Barbie. Freshly annoyed that she’s not completely alone. 


Yet. 


“We were told you were away,” Barbie stutters, but I’m 
studying Ashlee’s hips now, torn between her hips and that 
full chest. 


Both are perfect for squeezing and holding, as well as child 
bearing. 


“Ashlee, I told you not to... what are you doing with Mr. 
Fontana’s-” the older woman starts to hiss, but I silence her 
with one glance as my eyes dart to meet hers. 


“She’s mine!” I hear myself growl, taking another step 
towards Ashlee, nothing but confusion registering on 
Barbie’s face. 


Ashlee mews softly, barely loud enough for me to hear but I 
do. 


“I mean, she’s sorting my laundry,” I add, softening my 
approach a little and giving a smile in Ashlee’s direction. 


I want this other woman out of here, and I know from 
experience a little charm goes a lot further than barking 


like a mad dog. Plus Barbie looks a little stabby, like she 
could go bat shit at any moment. 


It can’t be her real mother. 


“I was due to leave for Europe, but my flight has been 
delayed,” I continue, unable to shift my gaze from Ashlee 
now that I’m a few feet closer, now that I have a name for 
the feeling she’s generated in me. 


“Pm Stacy,” Barbie says, sounding harder by the second, 
“Ashlee’s mom, we’re both from the agency, cleaners,” she 
persists, punching her words out as her eyes narrow, 
registering my gaze return to her daughter. 


Her mother... Really? 


Ashlee must have her father’s good looks. Thank fuck for 
that. 


CHAPTER THREE 


A shlee 


“I was just sorting some clothes,” I squeak, almost hearing 
my arms and hands creak as I tear them away from my 
body, still not wanting to let go of his clothes. Not wanting 
to let go of anything to do with him. 


It’s like he’s either stepped out of a dream or I’ve just 
walked into one. Good old mom though, she’s steamrolled 
herself right in here before I can even get a proper word in 
with Tony. I can hardly speak. He's made me so breathless. 


Tony. 


God, just hearing his name in my mind. It’s like it’s already 
replaced every beat of my pounding heart with it. 


Tony... Tony... Tony... 
I’ll say his name in my head forever now, I know I will. 


He looks from me to my mom once she tells him she’s my 
mom. A strange glance. 


But not one I haven’t seen before. 


People look at me and then my mom. They don’t believe I 
could really be her daughter. 


She’s so... well. She’s not built like me, to put it that way. 


Mom’s got big hair, big boobs, bigger lips and a tiny 
everything else. Oh, and she’s got a big mouth too. 


Me? I’m just big everywhere. Except in the mouth 
department. More like mouse department. Mom usually 
speaks for both of us, especially when it comes to work, 
even though I’m plenty old enough to handle myself now. 


It looks for a second like Tony Fontana might be checking 
my mom out, but those steely, sultry eyes fall back on me 
again, making me shiver on the spot. 


He wouldn’t be interested in me, right. He could have any 
woman he wants. 


He makes another low sound, which vibrates through the 
air, seeming to find its way right up my skirt and into my 
pulsing mound as I feel a thick line of moisture forming 
there. 


I shudder a breath in and it seems clear what’s taking 
place. 


Tony Fontana is a man who knows what he wants, and for 
once in my mom’s life, she’s not on the menu. 


He couldn’t be... could he? I ask myself again, losing myself 
in this feeling, in those eyes and watching his strong hands 
as they flex as he takes another step closer, so close I can 
feel something inside me ready to burst. 


I can hear my mom drawing a breath in too, getting ready 
to say something, when the chime of her cell phone cuts 


through the air like a knife, making me jump but Tony only 
looks more determined. 


She takes her call, giving me a salty look before she turns 
and heads back out into the hall. It sounds like the agency 
calling, her work voice bubbles back up over her icy tone 
and echoes down the hall. 


“That'll be your agency,” Tony says huskily, matter of fact. 


“My manager would have called them, ordering you out... 
hoping you’d be gone before I got back... I like to be alone,” 
he adds and I feel a pain in my heart. 


“You... you want me to go?” I hear myself croak, my fingers 
knotting into the shirt I’m still holding. 


It feels like this dream is ending, turning nightmarish real 
quick. 


He can’t send me away... The way he just looked at me... his 
eyes... 


Before I can say another word, his hands are over mine, the 
charge between them and my own is enough to make us 
both gasp. 


“No!” he says sternly. “You’re not going anywhere. You’re 
staying right here, with me,” he growls, his eyes moving to 
the doorway. “But... her... your mom... she has to go.” 


I should be offended, but there’s something in his tone that 
thrills me. Thrills me even more than his hand over mine, 
which is like a jolt of pure sexual energy. 


“TIl get rid of her,” I promise instantly, suddenly sounding 
like I have a full grasp on the situation, but it’s really just 
the strength I feel flowing from him. 


I know what I'd rather be grasping. 


Jesus! Listen to me. I’ve never so much as held a boy’s 
hand, let alone anything else. What this man does to me... 
the things I want him to do to me. 


The things I want to do to him. 


We’re standing so close now, hands touching, Tony’s shirt 
and underwear still in my hands, when my mom finally 
reappears in the doorway. 


She clears her throat, looking flushed with embarrassment 
now, any anger she had has long since disappeared. 


“C’mon, Ashlee, we’re leaving. We’re very sorry to have 
disturbed you Mr. Fontana.” 


I look from her to Tony, then back to my mom. 
“Ashlee, c’mon,” she says firmly. 


Tony’s hand grips mine a little harder, squeezing a signal 
for me to Stay. 


“Thank you, Stacy. But Ashlee is mine... for the rest of the 
afternoon, at least. I’d like her to stay and help me with 
my... laundry,” he says firmly, dismissing my mom with a 
casual wave of his hand which has the pair of his underwear 
in it I’d been holding for so long. 


“T think we’ll both be going now, if it’s all the same,” mom 
starts to say, giving me an insistent look. 


But Tony turns his back on her and motions me towards his 
laundry basket and closet, murmuring something about 
most of these clothes having never been worn, only needing 
sorting for charity. 


“TIl get an Uber home, mom,” I tell her, craning my neck 
past Tony’s huge shoulders. 


Tony turns swiftly, giving my mom a ‘still here’ look. The 
idea of me leaving makes him swell up and stand in front of 
me, guarding me from my mom. 


Guarding me from the whole world, it feels like. 


“That will be all, Stacy,” he says firmly, almost snarling. Tony 
only starts to relax once my mom backs out of the room and 
once he hears the front door slam does he seems to change 
into a totally different person. 


He spins around, his mane of dark hair flecked with silver 
glossy in the light, and his perfect pearly whites flash me a 
show I know is especially for me. 


“T thought she’d never leave,” he sighs. “Sorry to be such a 
grouch, I know she’s your mom and all...” he starts to say. 


I open my mouth to say something, but think better of it. 


Being this close to Tony Fontana, having him want to be 
alone with me, it’s enough to make me want to pinch myself 
and like my mom said, I don’t want to fuck this up. 


Not now. 
Not ever. 


“It’s just...” he starts to say, moving in closer than ever, so 
close I can feel the heat from his body and the blood 
pounding in my ears starts to ring. 


I’m in the doorway of his dressing room, a huge walk-in 
closet that feels as big as our whole apartment. I take a tiny 
step back, but he moves closer, clutching my hand again, 
pulling it and me closer to him. 


I’m staring up at him, breathless again. “It’s just...” I say, 
wanting only one thing from him right now, forgetting all 
about my mom, the shitty cleaning job, everything. 


“Just tell me you'll stay,” he says firmly. Not asking, not 
telling. Recommending. 


I feel my head pumping so hard I get dizzy from the blood 
rushing to it and black spots dance before my eyes. 


I feel giddy and gasp out loud before the room tilts 
sideways. 


I feel his huge hands catching me, drawing me up into his 
arms as if I weigh nothing. 


The only thing I hear is the single word from his lips. 


“Mine.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


| ony 


There’s that old saying... About things not really falling 
apart, but falling together... falling into place. 


I should be making calls, saving my movie contract and 
boosting my career, kissing the right asses to make sure I 
keep the Paris shoot. Keep all that money... 


But my usual motivations have escaped me. I only want one 
thing right now, and although I still can’t figure out how 
such a goddess could have a mother like that, I feel like I 
can finally breathe now that the witch is gone. 


But I might’ve pushed her too soon, overwhelmed Ashlee 
with my size, with my need for her to stay. 


I’ve seen another kind of look before too, the eyes rolling 
back right before they faint. 


Mostly from my younger days, I’ll admit. Not many fainters 
these days, but women have been known to swoon over 
Tony Fontana. 


But Ashlee? 


Would she really go for an older guy like me? She must be 
half my age. 


I should feel bad about her fainting too, but it’s my one 
chance to do what I’ve wanted to since laying eyes on her, 
take her into my arms, and carrying her to where she 
belongs. 


Onto my bed. 
Our bed. 
Only until she recovers herself, of course. 


I can’t help but say what I’m thinking. She’s mine... she has 
to be. 


Nothing this good has happened to me in a long time, and I 
just know she’s the one. 


Feeling her soft, thick body against mine makes me moan 
softly and I bend down to sniff her hair as I try to lay her 
down but I can’t let her go. 


Not yet. 


I stand by the bed, cradling her in my arms until I can’t feel 
them anymore. Until I can’t feel anything but her warmth 
against mine. 


Her eyes soon flutter open and she dreamily nuzzles 
against my chest, drawing another low and very satisfied 
sound from me as I become aware of my hard on pressing 
into the small of her back, which if I’m not mistaken... 


Is she...? 


She is. She’s pressing her body back against it, snuggling in 
even tighter, closer. 


She suddenly goes rigid, regaining her senses. Her eyes 
wide as she gasps, and then feeling my body against hers, 
registering my arousal too, I hope... she relaxes back into 
my arms. 


“You kinda fainted,” I observe, shaking my head slightly in 
disbelief as I watch her nodding face up close. 


She’s just so goddamn perfect. 


“T dreamt I was meeting Tony Fontana,” she murmurs, her 
eyes misting over and then narrowing again before closing. 


I find my face drawing closer to hers. The urge to kiss her is 
beyond a thought, its pure instinct now. 


I can’t though, not without her permission, I won’t kiss her 
until she’s ready or wants to kiss me. 


Not until she gives herself to me. 


I’d never force myself on a girl, especially Ashlee. She’ll be 
mine, but it has to be what she wants. 


That’s what has me so messed up. It feels so right, so 
perfect... but I can’t be a hundred percent it’s what she 
wants too. 


Yet. 


Her eyes flutter again and then open wide. “You gonna hold 
me all day?” she asks, starting to look sheepish, letting me 
know she’s recovered herself. 


“If I put you down though...” I start to say, noting her 
cocking a brow as her mouth opens a little before she bites 
her lip. 


“Uh huh?” she whispers, almost whimpering again, and I 
feel her heartbeat start to course through her whole body, 


her chest thickening for me all over again as my own ache 
becomes almost unbearable. 


“If I put you down, IIl only want to hold you again,” I 
confess, feeling my own face flush and my pulse thunder 
from my ribs down to my groin. 


She looks away, flushing harder and I feel like I’ve 
embarrassed her instead of complimenting her. 


“You’re just saying that,” she muses, frowning and looking 
toward the door. 


“Did my mom really leave?” she asks, changing the subject. 


“Is she really your mom?” I ask, “...sorry,’ I add, regretting 
the question instantly. 


Well, this is getting more awkward by the fucking minute... 
what happened to holding her... kissing her? 


“She’s not my real mom,” Ashlee murmurs. Her clear blue 
eyes settle on mine with a flash of rebelliousness in them, 
which I like. 


A lot. 


“Foster mom,” she confides. “I’m old enough to find my real 
mom if I want, but Stacy’s gotten me this far.” 


Her voice drifts off, but her eyes stay on me, a sadness fills 
them though. Not a selfish sadness, but the sadness of not 
knowing something. The sadness of being left behind and 
never knowing why. 


I know the look, I’ve seen it in the mirror sometimes when 
rehearsing for a role, even though I’ve never had to 
pretend it. 


It comes naturally to me, although I never had foster 
parents. 


Ward of the state care for me... the not so easy street that 
made me vow to move into and live on easy street for the 
rest of my days. 


“What is it?” Ashlee asks, suddenly looking like she’s said 
too much, ruined the moment maybe. 


“Nothing.” I assure her. “I’m gonna put you down now, but I 
don’t want you going anywhere. Not after a fainting spell 
like that.” 


“You look sad though... do you want me to go?” she asks, a 
genuine pout forming on her sweet lips. 


“No! You’re not going anywhere,” I assure her, patting her 
arm gently to let her know she’s safe. 


“Do you believe in fate?” I ask her, surprising myself with 
my question. Her answer surprises me even more. 


“Depends who it involves,” she says, almost teasing. 


I kneel down by the bed, so I’m not towering over her, but 
also so I can be closer to her. 


“Pm not dreaming, am I?” she asks me, and I shake my 
head with some authority, reaching out to stroke her face 
but again, holding back. 


I think she wants me to, but thinking and doing are two 
very different things. 


She’s so shy and I’m so certain, but certainly confused. 


“Tell me you want to stay,” is all I can ask her now. “Tell me 


n 


you... 


She clutches my hand, and holding it against her face like a 
pillow of relief, I notice just how big I am compared to her. 


Her fingers wrap around mine, her breath shuddering as 
her mouth opens, I can see her wanting to put a finger in 
her mouth. 


My heart is in my mouth, willing her to show me what she 
wants. 


Then the fucking phone rings. 


CHAPTER: FIVE 


A shlee 


I remember my mom leaving, then standing close to Tony 
again. Then everything gets cloudy. I know I’m not sick or 
anything, just overwhelmed, I guess. 


I feel his hand on mine, then I’m in his arms at some point. 
It feels like I’m floating in a dream where I meet Tony 
Fontana. 


A dream I’ve had before but know it feels more real than 
ever. 


His face is so close to mine, all I want him to do is kiss me 
but he won’t for some reason. 


He asks me about fate, and all I can think about is him 
asking me more questions about my mom. 


Maybe that’s what he really likes, he could have any girl 
though... so why me? 


I say something stupid and before I can fix it, before I can 
draw out this moment, a phone rings somewhere. 


A house phone, and it sounds close by. 


Tony’s eyes narrow and he makes a low sound of disgust, 
but in a second he’s upright and lurching towards a 
landline phone. 


Who knew people still even have those? 


I half worry about Tony’s mood again, until he turns to face 
me. His mouth creases into a smile as he shoots me a little 
wink before he speaks, making me grateful I’m laying down 
still as I feel myself swoon all over again. 


He’s an actor alright. 


I remind myself. I have to remind myself as he talks in 
english, and then fluent french to whoever’s on the line. 
Producer or something, I assume. 


He’s apologetic, angry and insulted all at once, but the Tony 
Fontana everyone knows and loves still shines through it all. 


The man is truly irresistible, and whoever he’s talking to 
must feel at least a little bit of what he’s doing to me as 
well. 


“Marcel! I understand, I really do...but the flight, it’s been 
cancelled... even if the studio hired a jet I still wouldn’t 
make the scene by the time I...” 


His face falls a little, then rises again as he hears something 
from the other end of the line that I can’t, then his eyes 
brighten and his shoulders relax. 


The man’s pure muscle, but he looks so much hotter when 
he isn’t tense. When everything’s just... I dunno... perfect... 


My high school French lets me know he’s putting off his 
commitments for at least another twenty four to forty 


eight... he agrees with an idea that seems to resolve the 
problem for both of them. 


With a big sigh of relief after some more French he hangs 
up, his eyes focus on me and I can see the day, his 
commitments and most of his problems all disappearing in a 
second. 


“Now... Where were we?” he asks, cocking his brow, not 
even trying to hide the bulge I’ve been trying not to stare at 
this whole time but it’s so obvious now I can’t help but fix 
my gaze on it. 


It looked like it was waning for a minute there, but in a few 
seconds it seems to have set itself right again, like the thick 
trunk of a tree bending back after an unexpected storm. 


“See what you do to me?” he says in a deep voice, a sparkle 
in his dark eyes telling me I’m not imagining this anymore. 


Tony Fontana likes his girls a bit thicker, I guess. I’ve heard 
some guys do but I’ve certainly never come across any. 


His face suddenly falls, a look of worry passing over it. 
“You're not offended, I hope? I don’t mean to-” 


But my smile says it all, sitting up on my elbow I wish I had 
more experience so I could tell him to come over and show 
me exactly what he’s packing down there. 


But I freeze, making the sudden silence that little bit longer 
until it becomes awkward but Tony only looks more 
determined. 


His jaw flexes as his eyes run up and down my body, making 
me shiver. There’s something in the way he looks, the way 
he sounds too. 


Truly a man who knows what he wants, and also one who’s 
used to getting it. 


“Well...” He finally says. “I know we’ve only just met but you 
drive me crazy, Ashlee and a man is just a man, with his own 
reflexes.” 


His usually husky voice gets deeper and huskier, and the 
effect it has on me, along with the sight of his straining 
bulge is enough to make me lose some of my shyness. 


Against my own control, I feel my free hand sliding up my 
skirt, shifting it up my thighs in time with Tony’s eyes that 
haven’t shifted from me for a second. 


I only stop when I feel he can just see the beginnings of my 
sodden panties. 


His low growl as he takes a step forward has me making 
another involuntary sound of my own as I become aware of 
the full effect he’s having on me. 


I’m drenched, and aching in my own way for him now. 


I have no idea what I’m doing, but trust in Tony to give me 
exactly what I need right now, even though I don’t quite 
understand how I could feel this way so suddenly. 


“T did warn you,” he adds, his mouth pulling into a grin, 
“that if I put you down, all I’d want to do would be to hold 
you again.” 


I feel my legs rubbing together, and a pleading, needful 
sound escapes my lips that has Tony’s kneeling by the side 
of the bed in a moment. 


He takes my hand into his, and holding it to his face, he tells 
me one last time to make sure it’s what I really want. 


“T want you, Ashlee. Right fucking now... like nothing else 
on earth. Tell me you’ll be mine or put me out of my 
misery... just don’t leave me hanging like this for another 
minute.” 


“Pm all yours Tony,” I pant, trying my best to sound sexy 
and shifting myself closer, leaning in to be closer to his face 
as I close my eyes. 


Here goes nothing. 
Fuck! I’ve never needed anything so bad in my life. 


It’s only a kiss, right? 


CHAPTER SIX 


| ony 


She’s trembling. 


Her eyes are closed and she’s puckered her sweet lip, ready 
for mine to meet hers. 


I’ve kissed thousands of women... and every single one was 
for show, when the cameras were rolling. None of them 
meant a thing. 


None of them were Ashlee. 


I’ve never actually wanted to kiss anyone so much, and I 
feel a ripple of nerves rush through me. Good nerves, the 
anxiety that I only want this first kiss to be perfect, to mean 
something. 


To show her just how much she means to me. 


On my knees by the bed, and with one hand reaching 
behind her to pull her closer, I take her face in my other 
hand. 


She’s so soft, so smooth... her skin is perfect... no makeup, 
just natural beauty. 


“Ashlee,” I murmur, watching and waiting for her eyes to 
open. 


I couldn’t bear a closed eyes kiss, not the first time anyway. 


I wish someone was filming this, so I could treasure it 
forever. 


Her eyes slowly open, her pupils almost filling the clear blue 
pools that reflect my own image, already making me feel 
like I’m a part of her. 


I want to hold her like this forever, to remember her just 
like this. But her trembling quickens and I can see a sliver 
of doubt again in her sweet face as she thinks I’m 
hesitating. 


No. 


I won’t have her doubting me for another moment, nor ever 
again. 


I seal our bond with the gentlest kiss, lightly pressing my 
mouth over hers and groaning slightly when she makes that 
little sound again. The sound I want to hear her make every 
time I touch her. 


The sound of home, of belonging. 

She’s warm, wet and sweet on my mouth. 

A closed mouth kiss. 

I wouldn’t expect anything less from my girl at first. 


A smooth softness I could only dream of, yet here she is. 
Right in my arms and I’ve known her all of twenty minutes. 


Oh god, this feels so right. This feels like... 
Forever. 


I don’t just want her now, I don’t just want to claim her for 
one day or a week or even a year. 


I want this... forever. 


I hear myself growling again, and unfortunately it breaks 
the spell. 


“What’s wrong?” she asks me innocently. 


Only now do I realize it’s the very thought of any other man 
touching these lips, touching her perfect form that makes 
me wilder than ever. 


Wild enough to want to guard her from this moment on with 
my life. 


Pressing my forehead to hers and taking both her cheeks in 
my hands, I tell her. I command her gently. 


“Just tell me you’ll be mine, nobody else’s... not ever!” 
Her lips answer, but not with words. 


That smooth, wet warmth covers my own mouth again and I 
feel a fool for even mentioning it, even suggesting it, but I 
can’t help it. 


I must have her, and to have her completely. She can only 
belong to one man and I’m staking my claim. 


I’m that man. 
Today, and every day after it. 
I only pull away long enough to tell her that. 


“You’re mine now, Ashlee... no other man, or anyone else 
will have you... understand? I choose you and only you, 
forever.” 


Our mouths lock again, and it’s her tongue I feel thrusting 
into my mouth to meet my own, making me so proud. 


Making me want her like never before. 


Her breathing gets so hard I can tell she’s going to faint 
again, and I only break off long enough to let her collect 
herself. 


Her smile, even though she’s almost hyperventilating tells 
me everything. 


You’re doing great, Ashlee. I’m so proud of you. 
I want to tell her, but what better way than to show her? 


My own hardness, the precome I already feel staining my 
pants means nothing to me now. 


Her pleasure, her complete satisfaction and safety is my 
number one priority. 


“I’m not much of a kisser” she confesses, blushing with a 
devilish glint in her eyes that only tells me she wants more. 


And so do I. 


Kissing her is like kissing for the first time, my heart is 
fluttering like a moth to her flame and I can still feel her 
trembling with excitement under my hands, which yearn for 
her. 


But now that I know she’s going to be mine, I can feel 
myself relaxing a little. 


Easier in my mind knowing she wants what I want. 


That we can explore this together. 


It’s pure. It’s innocent. It’s a feeling I’ve never had and I 
only wish I’d found her sooner. 


Years, decades of work, work and more work disappear 
behind me and I feel like I’m reborn in her presence. 


Made new by her touch and made whole by her kisses. 


“Oh, Tony,” she gasps, and I clutch her tighter, worried 
something’s wrong. 


“What is it, Ashlee?” I ask her, leaning in close so my lips 
are almost on hers again. 


“T’ve just never felt anything so... so ... amazing,” she 
gushes, plying her lips to mine again, and I feel my hands 
naturally wanting to move all over her. 


I want to explore all of her now. I want to stake my claim 
properly, and if she’ll have me now, right now. 


Her hands linking around my neck, mine clutching her 
waist... those hips... In no time I’m on the bed and rolling 
with her on top of me. 


A perfect knot of two people who’ve found each other and 
don’t need to say another word, but at the same time I want 
to know everything about her. 


She’s straddling me, and I can feel the heat of her mound 
through her panties; teasing my rock hard cock as those 
hips unconsciously gyrate on top of me. 


“T want you, Ashlee,” I tell her again, feeling a fresh shiver 
run through her whole body as our hands link up mid-air as 
she presses towards me. 


“And I told you. I’m yours, Tony Fontana,” she teases me 
again, her eyes flaring as she says my name. 


“Then let me make you mine,” I growl, flipping her onto her 
back in a single movement, keeping our hands locked and 
kissing her neck all the way down to her chest. 


Making my way towards what I really want. 


CHAP TER SEVEN 


A shlee 


I feel his strong hands working their way over me, pausing 
at the most sensitive parts of my neck and chest, branding 
me with his touch. 


His thick fingers circle my nipples until I moan softly, then 
louder as I want him to touch me everywhere else, harder... 
firmer... 


I hear myself gasping his name and he only responds with 
more of his warm, firm touch everywhere I need it. 


He hitches up my skirt and I open my legs to receive him 
once he’s moved down my whole body. 


His weight on me makes me yearn for him more. 


“Mine,” he growls again, his low and deep voice resonating 
off the mound of my pussy as he stretches the thin fabric of 
my underwear to one side and wasting no more time, he 
plunges his whole mouth straight over me, making me gasp 
in amazement and relief. 


This... more of this... 


Both my hands clutch the back of Tony’s head, kneading his 
thick black hair. 


The small sounds I’ve been making bubbling up into higher, 
louder sounds with each movement of his tongue and 
mouth on me. 


In a second he’s freed my clit from its hood. I feel myself 
standing proud from my chest to my pussy in one 
movement. Tony’s hands are working their way between my 
thighs and up to my chest again, making sure he misses 
nothing in between. 


I’m lifting up my blouse, trying to wriggle out of all my 
clothes with Tony’s hands underneath them. 


His mouth is on my most sensitive area, but his magical 
hands make their way up from my thighs, unclipping my bra 
strap, stroking my breasts and then work their way down to 
my thighs again. All the while, his tongue and mouth work 
my swollen pussy as I moan louder and louder, feeling 
something building up inside me that I know I can’t hold 
back much longer. 


I know what happens next. I’ve read about it, and now I feel 
it rising up inside me, pulsing its way out of me. 


It’s too soon! I want him like this on me forever. 


But Tony is wise to my feelings and only growls deeper, 
drawing this feeling out of me. 


Teasing it from me like he’s medicine for an ache I know 
only he can cure. 


Tony’s groans and grunts of satisfaction, along with his 
strong jawline pressed against my thighs, working in all 
directions tell me he’s enjoying this as much as I am. 


He only stops long enough to tell me, to put my mind at 
ease completely after I start to feel apprehension creep in. 


“T want you to come on my mouth, Ashlee. Give it to me and 
I’ll drink it all from you beautiful,” he murmurs, and like a 
key unlocking an invisible door, his order to do what he says 
makes me squirm harder against him. 


I tug at his hair in clumps between my fingers as he 
quickens his pace in time with my whimpering breaths until 
I feel it rising up to the top of my head, spilling over and out 
of me. 


The itch has finally been scratched but I had no idea I could 
ever feel anything like this. 


My body starts to shake and shudder beyond my control 
and wave after wave of the same magic, electric feeling 
pulses through me as Tony prolongs my pleasure, working 
gentle strokes with his tongue now. 


Like a master controlling a force of nature, he seems to 
know just what to do, where and how much to make sure I 
experience the most intense climax of my life to date. 


My only one. 


“Tony,” I gasp, wheezing his name softly, trying to tell him, 
but his growling grunts and sounds of contentment drown 
me out. 


“Tony... To-” 
It’s useless, the man’s a wizard. I’m nowhere near done yet. 


He grabs me firmly by my ass cheeks, squeezing them in 
time with his next round of oral pleasure and I lose all sense 
of time, space and who I even am before I experience 
another shuddering climax under his masterful tongue. 


Still quaking from what he’s done to me, I feel him coming 
up to me, his face in front of mine. 


“You’re beautiful, Ashlee. And I want to do that to you every 
single day from now on. I will do that to you,” he says in that 
voice, with those eyes. 


His lips press hard over mine and I can taste myself as well 
as him when I open my mouth, our tongues dancing 
together with the taste and scent of my own climax. 


He only stops kissing me to look at me again, cradling my 
face in one of his huge mitts as he sighs with nothing but 
satisfied contentment. 


“T’m a virgin,” I murmur, looking past him, out through the 
window. Feeling almost ashamed that I can’t be the more 
experienced, grown woman he thinks he has in his arms. 


The hand on my face runs across my hair, brushing back the 
strands that have come loose during my first and then 
second climax by him. 


Then a stab of fear runs though, and not because of what I 
think he’ll think of me. 


I try to say it, but my mouth is frozen. Open with fear and 
unable to speak. 


Tony looks at me, and is about to say something, but he 
senses something is wrong. 


His face turns swiftly to the window and we both see the 
shadowy figure cross it for a second time. 


Instead of surprise or fear, Tony’s body emits a surge of 
strength and tension. I hear a deep, guttural growl from 
inside him and he turns my face to meet his. 


“Stay here, don’t move,” he commands, before pecking my 
lips one more time, letting me know everything between us 
is perfect still. 


I can’t help but shriek this time, the figure of a man at the 
window, the flash of light. 


“Goddammit!” Tony snarls, leaping from the bed and 
rushing to the door. 


“Fucking Paparazzi!” 


CHAP TER EIGHT 
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Amazing how the sight of one thing can turn me from 
feeling so happy, so peaceful with my girl, to murderous 
with rage. 


I’ve loathed these pricks ever since I got famous, they'll 
stop at nothing to intrude on my privacy and always sell the 
wrong story. 


That mother of hers left the security gate open... thanks 
Stacy! 


Accidentally on purpose? I wonder. 


Wincing at the hardness in my groin against my pants, I half 
close the bedroom door on my way out, not wanting to 
involve Ashlee in any of this. 


I punch the silent alarm in the hall, notifying both private 
and publicly funded law enforcement. 


Stacy shut off the security when she and Ashlee came into 
my house, a natural thing, but without closing the gate 


behind her, the grounds are fair game for the press, 
magazine tattlers and worse... ‘Freelance journalists’. 


I spy the baseball bat by the door, my own personal security 
but think better of it. 


I’m so wound up right now, so protective of Ashlee, I know 
I’ll only come to blows if provoked. I can’t afford to be ina 
jail cell instead of her arms right now. 


The thought is still there though, and once I swing my 
heavy steel front door open, I narrow my eyes on him, 
snarling like a beast. 


I recognize him instantly, Clayton Kane, a wannabe actor 
turned all round sleaze by photographing anyone and 
anything in Hollywood he can turn for a quick buck. 


“Afternoon, Mr. Fontana. I was just on my way to your door 
to ask if you want to buy a subscription to my new online 
magazine, ‘Tittle Tattle’...but it looks like my camera went 
off, quite legally I might add as I approached your open and 
publicly available doorway.” 


His smirk says it all. If I snatch his camera and smash it, 
then his face, I’m the bad guy. I’ll be on trial and he’ll retire 
from his sales of the story and photo proof. 


A hoard of photographers are snapping and filming from 
the end of the large gravel drive which arcs around to the 
front of the house from the solid iron gates at the end near 
the street. 


“Tell it to the cops,” I growl, eyeing his camera again, which 
I know he’s using to film me still. 


“You are trespassing, and I will be pursuing a civil and 
criminal case against you, Mr. Kane,” I vow to him. 


Feeling her hand on my shoulder, I feel my own drop. 
Closing my eyes, I can’t close the door quick enough, but 
Ashlee is right behind me and before I do close it, I hear 
another familiar voice, which makes Ashlee squeeze past 
me before I can close the door altogether. 


“Mom! What are you doing?” she calls out, and I see her. 
Remember her now. 
Stacy. 


Not just a cleaner. Not just the foster mother of my latest, 
my only obsession. 


I recall the only time something like this ever happened, 
some twenty odd years ago. 


That voice... her face. She’s had some work done, but it all 
clicks now. 


Looks like someone has a longer memory than I do, more of 
a grudge to bear because I wouldn’t bed her. 


“That’s him!” she calls out, making sure she has at least two 
cameras on her, as well as her own phone recording the 
whole thing. 


“He pushed me out of the house and kept my daughter 
inside... my only daughter!” she calls out, turning to make 
sure every rolling camera gets it. 


I roll my eyes and shake my head before trying to close the 
door again, but Ashlee is in the way now. I can’t close it and 
I don’t want to be seen forcing her back inside. 


Not now, not ever. 


“C’mon, Ashlee,” I tell her calmly. “I guess I do have 
something to tell you about.” 


But it’s too late. 


“He’s done it before, Ash. Has a history of luring young girls 
into his home... having his way with them and then 
dumping them like trash... time to come home to momma 
now. I’m just glad I came back when I did,” she continues, 
her voice getting higher, and more annoying than ever, 
despite her efforts to sound reasonable. 


I cup my hand under Ashlee’s elbow, gently murmuring I 
want her back inside. 


She looks from me then to her mom again, her foster mom. 
Her eyes narrow on me, then widen. Confused. 


Her lower lip trembles as more flashes go off as more 
cameras get closer, the media deciding its open season on 
Tony Fontana now, judge jury and executioner have spoken. 


She slips from my grasp, and without looking back, she runs 
to Stacy, who hugs her with open arms before shielding her 
from me with her body, practically dragging Ashlee away 
from me, away from our home. 


Our life together. 


I don’t even get to see her face again, just more ugly 
reporters, grimacing that face they make when they smell 
blood in the water. 


“Mr. Fontana? Have you any comment to make on the 
claims made today? Are you forcing young women into your 
home?” 


I look at the bat inside the door again, right before I close 
it. 


It takes everything I have, every ounce of control to fight 
my urge to come out swinging, to extract my own revenge. 


But, the years have taught me one thing. A good lawyer and 
lots of money is the best revenge. 


“Sue them all, and sue them for everything they’ve got and 
more!” That’s the legal advice given to me by my attorney, 
Max Shubert. I call him before anything else, noticing my 
own voice shaking as I speak to him. 


“They trespassed, they invaded my privacy and they 
publicly defamed me,” I manage to get out before the 
doorbell rings. 


A quick glance at the security camera shows a team of cops 
and private security. 


“Just come over,” I tell Max, before hanging up. 


I take a deep breath, opening the door as it rings again, 
expecting to see hostile faces but they all look relieved. 


“Mr...Mr. Fontana,” The first officer stutters. “We’re all huge 
fans, and really sorry for this disturbance... how can we 
help?” 


I feel a little smirk of my own play across my face. 
Not everybody wants to bring down a celebrity. 


Most people actually want to meet me, would do anything 
just to get a selfie, especially if they know I’m in the right. 


I give them the lowdown, and in a minute, the threat of 
arrest is enough to send most of them scurrying, which 
unfortunately includes Ashlee, who decides to go with her 
mom after all. 


I make a point of singling out that shit Kane. “He’s the one 
who broke in, was photographing me through my window,” 
I tell the nearest security muscle head who makes me look 


like a ninety pound weakling compared to his enormous 
size. 


He strategically and effortlessly snatches the pricks 
camera, deleting everything and handing me the memory 
card for good measure while some cops pretend to look the 
other way before taking Clayton Kane away for some 
friendly questioning. 


“Sorry again, Mr. Fontana,” repeats the original officer, his 
own phone in his hand, “Would I be okay if we...?” 


“Sure.” I smile, chuckling to myself, holding myself up long 
enough with all my acting skills for a round of selfies and 
pats on the back before they leave me to my real feelings. 


Leaning back on the door, a dry croak then snarl of rage 
and regret fills the hallway. I’ve only got one thing on my 
mind. 


Getting Ashlee back. 


Bringing her home again. 


CHAPTER NINE 


A shlee 


I know deep down it's all bull. 


To be honest, I only go with Stacy, I only ever call her that 
when I’m furious with her, because I’m so embarrassed. 


Stepping out past Tony, who I know wants me to go back 
inside, I see Stacy and feel so vulnerable. 


I only realize what a huge mistake I’ve made, how dumb I 
am once Stacy shunts me into a waiting car, driven by some 
sleaze who’s telling all the photographers to make sure 
they send him everything they’ve got. 


We’re both in the back seat, and Stacy gives our driver a 
knowing look before he pulls away, talking into his phone. 


“What the fuck was that?” I ask her, feeling anger more 
than shock or embarrassment now. 


“The fuck was what, sweetie? I just saved your ass and all 
you can Say is ‘what the fuck?” she says calmly, deliberately 
looking out the window. 


“What about the cleaning job? My cleaning job?” I whine. 
What about Tony? 

It’s all I can really think about now. 

I can still smell him on me, taste him in my mouth... 


The dry, sardonic laugh that Stacy has tells me everything 
without words, but I know she won’t be able to help herself. 


She’s not a bad person, or so I thought. She raised me, fed 
and clothed me... never let me go without the basics, but 
made damned sure I worked for everything else, like 
putting myself through college. 


After driving in silence for some time, she breaks the ice 
between us. 


“You saw what he did, Ashlee. He took one look at you then 
bundled me out of the house like I was chopped liver. I got 
scared, worried for you baby,” she coos, putting her cold 
hand under my chin. 


Her scrawny fingers like claws compared to Tony’s manly 
hands. 


Tony. 


I won’t believe it, there’s no way he had anything but true 
feelings for me. I just know it. I felt it in his house and I still 
do. 


I can overhear the guy driving. He's already doing the 
rounds, selling the story and pictures to trashy magazines 
and websites, but the news won’t touch it. 


Tony Fontana has a reputation for defending his personal 
rights, as well as being an all-round nice guy. 


They’ve picked the wrong man to fuck with, while I know 
I’ve picked the right one. 


But how can I get back to him? 


“Turn around, Mom,” I tell her. “I want to go back. I’m an 
adult now, you can’t do this to me... to Tony.” 


She clicks her tongue and looks upward, holding her hands 
wide. 


“Tony now, is it. You see? See how much that man has 
control over young minds.” She grabs my arm suddenly, 
pulling me over toward her, her face an inch from mine. 


“He didn’t touch you did he? He didn’t...?” But I shake my 
head firmly. 


“I was doing my job, Stacy,” I spit out. “A job I won’t get 
paid for now... probably never get another job from that 
agency either,” I admit aloud. 


Her curled lip tells me she’s done cleaning anything for a 
while. Whatever deal she’s made with puke face driving 
here, I can just tell it means she’s made a truckload of 
money and all for selling out on Tony Fontana who’s done 
nothing wrong. 


“You'll get paid, dear,” she coos again, letting her eyes drift 
off to someplace where revenge is sweet and nobody’s 
happy except herself. 


Heaving a short sigh, she loosens her grip on me, taking my 
hand in hers and patting it instead, she relays how much 
she loves me and how I’m her number one priority. 


It’s a speech I don’t hear often, but whenever I do, I want to 
believe it somehow. It makes me feel wanted, like I belong. 


“Its been a shock, Ashlee. Let’s go home and TIl order 
some food in. We can have a girl’s night, eh? I’ll even let you 
choose what we watch,” she adds with a wink. 


Her hand becomes warm in mine, making her human again, 
less like a creature. 


“We'll have plenty of money soon enough, then we can 
redecorate your room, go shopping for some clothes. You 
need new clothes darling, always getting bigger,” she says 
matter of fact, making me feel like I’m nine years old again. 


I make a silent vow to myself, to Tony. 


I promised myself to you Tony Fontana, and it’s me you'll 
have... nobody else. I’m sorry Tony! 


Stacy’s not the only one in the family who can act, I did four 
years of performance art in college and I figure I can bluff 
my way through this until I can figure out a way back to 
Tony. 


I decide silence is golden, and sit out the attempts at 
conversation all the way back home, with only a short smile 
or a nod of my head. 


Stacy knows me well enough to know I won’t play her 
game, not yet but it’s pretty clear too that she doesn’t want 
me gravitating back to Tony anytime soon. 


“We can even go to Mexico,” she muses, implicating herself 
further in my mind. 


What the hell have you done, woman? 


The only place I want to go, and be with is Tony. And I’m 
already counting the minutes and wracking my brains for 
an idea how I can do that. 


After what’s just happened, I imagine he’ll go to France and 
maybe never come back, or lock himself in his mansion 
forever, not opening the gate to anyone. 


There has to be a way, this is just a setback. 


Oh! Why, oh why did I follow my stupid mom out of his 
house instead of staying there with him? 


Idiot! 


I almost feel myself getting worked up to the point of tears, 
until the two words he said echo in my mind, telling me how 
he really feels about me. 


Mine. 
Beautiful. 


CHAPTER TEN 
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Once I can see the coast is clear, and the crowd has been 
moved along, I close the gates from the security keypad, 
setting the alarm as well. 


I never used to think too much about security, but today’s 
just gone and changed all that. 


Stacy’s gone and changed that. 

Bitch. 

Foster mom indeed. 

Maybe that was another scam of hers? 
No. 


I can’t let myself start thinking like that, I won’t. Not for 
anything. 


I need Ashlee back and Il get her, plain and simple. 


Her foster mom, I can let karma sort out or maybe the law. 


The phone pulses again, at the same time as the security 
gate. 


Max, my attorney, is here, and my manager is on the phone. 


I buzz Max in, making sure he shuts the gate and re- 
activate the system once he’s inside. 


I show him through while I chat with my manager, Jarred. 
“Heard you had some trouble there,” Jarred starts. 


“How’d you hear that?” I ask, noting Max’s guilty 
expression. 


“Social media, actually,’ Jarred adds defensively. “Those 
snakes don’t waste any time. You called Max yet?” he asks. 


“He’s right in front of me,” I tell Jarred, deadpan, wanting 
to add that I’m thinking about suing him still too, but I think 
better of it. 


I hear Jarred gulp audibly, which is enough for me. 
I’ve had enough of all this for one day already. 
I just want her back. I want my Ashlee where she belongs. 


“Well, I’ve managed to smooth things over with Marcel. You 
can miss a few days of shooting, they’ll work around it.” 


I shake my head to myself, this guy’s so far up himself. 


“Oh, you smoothed it over with Marcel, did you?” I ask, not 
trying to hide my mood. He says something else but I hang 


up. 
Asshole. 
“Max, thanks for coming,” I tell him sincerely, making a 


mental note to ask him advice on finding new management 
and suing the one I have at some point. 


But right now, I need Ashlee back. I need to hurt those 
pricks who are trying to make me out to be something I’m 
not. 


“Its cut and dry from what I gather,” Max says, thumbing 
his phone, tittering to himself. 


Anyone else would think he’s ignoring me, but I know how 
he works. Six things on the go, and all at the same time. 
Max Schubert is always listening and he’s always planning 
his next move for his clients. 


“Who’s the girl?” he asks, catching me off guard. 


My face says it all, and without even looking up properly, he 
hums to himself. 


“T see,” he murmurs, a coy smile playing on his lips. 
“Oh, not you too Max!” I complain, but his hand is up. 


“Easy, Tony, easy. I’m very happy for you. About time you 
found some peace in this life. A woman to settle down with, 
eh? I would never have thought I’d live to see the day,” he 
muses. 


My own smile, then flushed face tells it all over again, I 
can’t slip anything by Max. 

“This... mother of hers...” he continues without looking up, 
revealing how much he knows already. 


“Foster mother,” I correct, making his brows arch and his 
pale gray eyes finally settle on mine. 


“ Foster mother then... even though the girl’s past the age of 
consent,” he concedes. “You know who she is?” he asks, a 
look of suspicion in his eyes. 


“T have a fair idea, I think she’s...” I start to say, but the 
piercing wail of the security system makes us both jump, 


then Max covers his ears while I dash to the front of the 
house, killing the alarm before I reach the front door. 


Swinging it open, I can see someone struggling to make it 
over the gate. More paparazzi. 


Bastards. 


“You'll have to do something, and fast, Tony,” Max calls out 
from down the hall without getting out of his seat. 


He’s older, and about three times larger than I am. Not the 
physical type and once he’s settled into a chair he likes to 
stay in it. 


“I'd recommend swift civil and criminal action, the police 
are already communicating with my office,” he drawls, 
sounding disinterested but I can tell he’s enjoying himself. 


Knowing he’ll win before he lifts a finger. It’s the kind of 
work he loves, why he became an attorney. 


“We’ll start with that Kane fellow but moving along, we 
really need to do something about this girl’s foster mother,” 
he adds with a note of finality. 


“You don’t need to worry about your movie either,” he 
continues. 


“Cases like this, with the history that prick Kane has, his 
association with that woman... you’ll be rich,” he teases me, 
as we both know neither of them have any real money. 


I’ll be paying more than anything I could possibly win in 
damages with his fee, but I’m a man of principle. 


And where Ashlee’s concerned, it’s nothing. I need to clear 
my name and get her back, but getting her back means 
more than anything else. 


“How long ago was it, Tony?” Max asks, suddenly. “Twenty... 
twenty-two years ago?” 


I rub my chin with my thumb, hearing the stubble scrape 
and still tasting Ashlee, feeling her sweet drenched pussy in 
my mouth. 


“How long ago was what?” I ask Max naively. 


“You know,” Max says firmly, almost looking like he’ll stand 
up to lecture me, but thinking better of it, he decides to 
give me a serving from his chair. 


“You should have pursued it back then!” he says. “See how 
these crazy fans never forget? They bear a grudge far 
longer than you can recall, long after they’re hushed up and 
forgotten about. I told you to file a restraining order back 
then and you ignored me.” 


“That was before Ashlee,” I hear myself growl, getting 
defensive again, wanting her instead of all this crap in my 
day. 


Things were going great until that prick started filming us, 
until her mother... 


Her foster mother. 


“Alright, Max. I do know her, I do remember. What do we do 
now?” I ask him, holding my hands out, palms up in 
resignation. 


But not resigning myself from my own secret mission to 
bring Ashlee home. 


The rest of the world can burn for all I care, I just want 
Ashlee. 


I will have Ashlee. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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Stacy’s playing the underdog foster parent, all the way 
home and then all the way up the path to our front door. I 
pretend not to notice her schmoozing with the guy who 
drove us home, but figure she’s putting out a lot more than 
just photos and information. 


Ugh. 


If I had a real dad... hell, even a foster dad, now would be 
the time they pulled her up and asked her what the fuck 
she thinks she’s up to. 


But, without that in my life, and considering this involves 
me directly, I do it myself. 


“Alright then Stacy,” I announce as soon as she’s inside, 
closing the door myself and leaning on it so she can’t go 
anywhere. 


“What’s really going on?” I ask her, surprising myself at 
how angry I actually sound. How powerful I sound. 


Her brow arches, and she smiles gently. A sinister glow in 
her eyes reminds me how much of a cow she can actually be 
when she wants. 


“Oh, you may as well know,” she says trying to sound 
distant, cryptic. 


“Your boyfriend back there? He tried to pull the same stunt 
on me.” 


I feel my jaw drop. 
No. Never. Tony would never. 


“It was over twenty years ago darling, long before you were 
even thought of, before you were left at that orphanage,” 
she adds, never wanting to let me forget that if it wasn’t for 
her nobody would have taken me in. 


“T was trying to break into the acting world,” she continues 
dreamily, addressing an audience that isn’t there and 
ignoring me while she delivers her part. 


“Tony Fontana... He wasn’t a nobody then either. Best 
damned looking man on the small and big screen, probably 
still is,” she muses before her eyes narrow again. 


“Butt He didn’t get away with it, no sir. I thought if I could 
ease my way into his arms and then his bed, he might help 
me on my path as an actress,” she continues. 


I can’t believe what I’m hearing. There’s no way Tony would 
go along with any of this, even all those years ago, I’m 
certain of it. 


I just know he wouldn’t. 
And he didn’t. 


“But long story short, sugar. I threw myself at Tony 
Fontana, tore my clothes off and literally threw myself at 


him.” 

It’s not a mental image I like. I feel my own anger bubbling 
up again, but Stacy has this way of dragging out even the 
simplest story into a huge dramatic sequence, always 
adding in stupid phrases like ‘long story short’ when she 
has no intention of shortening the story. 


“What happened?” I ask, needing to know now, not wanting 
to hear anything else apart from Tony threw her out. 


“He threw me out,” she says solemnly, looking past me, 
back to the past. A tremor in her lip showing she still feels 
the sting of his rejection. 


“So I got even, not mad,” she tells me. 


“T called every shitty tattle rag in Hollywood, this was 
before the internet was a thing you understand, and I told 
them what Tony Fontana really was. A monster, luring 
young women into his house and-” 


“But that’s just not true!” I shout, feeling my fingers curling 
into fists. 


“It doesn’t have to be true dear,” she answers dryly, her 
eyes resting on mine lazily. “As long as it’s a good story.” 


My eyes are slits and I’m fighting back tears. I want to 
throw a punch but I’ve never done that either. 


A strange, hollow sound is the only thing I can manage, but 
Stacy’s not worried about what I think. 


“But it all backfired. He hired his lawyers and they snooped 
around, put two and two together and I was the one who 
was humiliated, not him. Not Tony Fontana... But I decided 
to get my own back. I vowed to get even.” 


My throat crackles as I swallow hard, feeling the dryness 
inside me. A horrible dry emptiness that’s my new life 
without Tony in it. 


“The job at the cleaning agency?” I ask, half expecting it to 
have nothing to do with anything, but Stacy’s thought of 
everything. 


“Oh, it took a while, years of cleaning shitty bathrooms and 
working my way to the point I could be even considered for 
working for the big name clients... but I made sure I was on 
the payroll of Tony Fontana’s cleaners, mark my words,” she 
says with an air of arrogant pride. 


“And me? Was I just bait for you to set him up?” I ask her. 


“Not initially, but when I saw how he had a hard on for you, 
literally, I saw my big chance. I was planning something far 
more elaborate, but with you there, I couldn’t refuse the 
opportunity.” 


I feel sick, realizing it was my own attraction to Tony that 
led to all of this. 


“T have no idea what he sees in you, Ashlee,” she remarks 
coldly. 


“It does explain how he refused me all those years ago 
though, some men just go for... well. Some men have no 
real taste in women at all.” She smiles, looking me up and 
down, making me feel two inches tall. 


“When he threw me out for the second time in his sorry ass 
life, all I had to do was call my good friends at those shitty 
magazines all over again. They’ve been waiting for my call. 
Waiting to bring down Mr. Fontana, the man who can do no 
wrong. But Il show him, TIl show them all!” 


For the first time in my life, it’s like I’m seeing the real 
Stacy, the real foster mom who’s actually just a crazy 
messed up bitch with a huge chip on her shoulder. 


A part of me wants to ask if she took me in as part of her 
plan, but I’m too scared the answer will be yes, so I don’t 
ask. 


“I'm leaving now,” I tell her flatly, not even mad anymore, 
just wanting out and to get back to Tony. 


He’ll take me back, won’t he? 
What if he doesn’t? What if... 
Mine. 

Beautiful. 


I hear his voice in my mind again, remember his mouth on 
me. 


All at once, I know where I belong, and it’s not in Stacy’s 
house, or anywhere near her anymore. 


“You can’t leave!” she says loudly. “Where will you go, 
who'll have you? You’ve got no job either. I already said, 
give it a few days, maybe a week tops and we’ll have more 
money than we've ever seen. My plan is already working. 
Trust me Ashlee, you’re far better off here than anywhere 
else.” 


Glancing around, I almost feel she’s right. There’s the door 
to my room, the hall I used to play in. I’ve been here my 
whole life and maybe she is right, who would have me? 


I don’t have a job anymore and no real money either. 


I’d last a day, maybe two on my own before I had to come 
crawling back to- 


No. 


No, no, no. I love Tony and I know deep down he loves me 
too. He wants me, and I won’t let this crazy woman trick me 
like she’s trying to trick everyone else. 


Stacy sighs loudly and goes to fix herself a drink, something 
she’s long overdue for. 


I slip into my room, and with the door closed, I pack a small 
bag with the few precious things I can’t be without, along 
with some clothes and my phone, and a roll of cash I’ve 
been saving since I can remember. 


“And just where do you think you’re going?” Stacy asks me 
when I reappear, heading for the door. 


I turn to her, but I can’t think of one thing I want to say to 
her. 


Without a word, I open the door and pull it shut behind me, 
Stacy screams that she’ll change the locks; that I’m never 
to return if I leave her now. 


Tony? I hope I’m not making the biggest mistake of my 
life... but I want to go home... my real home. 


Our home. 
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Max’s plan is thorough, and he’s giving me the rundown in 
his deepest, lecturing voice. Looking down frequently as he 
works on something else at the same time, probably 
another client, maybe something to do with me. Who 
knows? 


But I can’t focus on anything he’s saying. All I can think of is 
Ashlee, all I want is her back here with me. 


After a few minutes, I can’t stand it. Max’s voice is annoying 
me now and I fumble for my phone, deciding to do a little 
multi-tasking of my own. 


Max only stops talking when I start, but I’m not talking to 
him. 

It’s the cleaning agency I’m calling. 

“They’re doing a fine job,” I reassure them. “I just need to 
call Ashlee, the daughter of the... yes, that’s right. Would 


you mind? Oh no, it’s fine... I can have an autographed 
picture sent out if you’d like... Oh, you’re too kind... Who 


should I make that out to...? Bridgette... No problem. The 
number... please? Ashlee’s number?” I have to remind the 
bubbly receptionist, melting off her chair when ‘Tony 
Fontana himself calls through to get the number of one of 
their cleaners. 


It’s the only thing I can think of, and I only hope I’m not too 
late. 


“I hope you know what you’re doing,” Max says in his best 
attorney baritone, looking over his glasses and trying to 
disguise the mischief in his own eyes. 


“Oh, I know what I’m doing,” I promise him, punching in 
Ashlee’s number, praying she’ll answer. 


When it goes to voicemail, three times, I growl out loud, 
snarl again and punch at the air. 


“Easy, Tony. Take it easy,” Max says, comforting me. “Take a 
few minutes and a deep breath, then try again.” 


It’s the most stupid, dumbest... most sensible advice he’s 
ever given me, and free I hope. 


He charges by the hour, which is why I’m worried he’s set 
himself up in my lounge room, working on other cases at 
the same time. 


It’s worth it, but all of it’s for nothing if I can’t have Ashlee. 


I breathe, I wait, but I’m no calmer. At least I have her 
number, but if she’s not answering, what’s the point? 


I start to pace and Max breathes through his nose, looking 
down his glasses at me again, accusing me of breaking his 
concentration. 


I try her number again, this time actually leaving a message 
in the hope she might just be screening her calls. 


Max smiles to himself, humming a few bars of some tune I 
know he likes. Classical stuff. 


He chuckles warmly when he hears my cell chiming, and I 
answer it, breathless except for one word. 


“Ashlee?” 


It’s her, and I feel my heart leap, a groan escaping me, like 
a relief I’ve never known until her. 


All of what in, a few hours? 
Incredible, she’s just incredible. 


“Tony? she asks, and I can hear she’s been crying, making 
my jaw clench and my hands fists, the phone creaking in 
one of them. 


“Its me. Where are you? Why’d you...?” but I stop myself, I 
don’t want to lecture her for leaving, I just want her back. 


“T don’t know, I’m walking... I’ve left home. I’m not going 
back... Oh, Tony I don’t know what I’m gonna do!” she says, 
starting to cry again. 


“You'll come home to me. D’ya hear me?” I tell her, feeling 
her nodding, picturing her all alone, walking around 
without me there to protect her. It’s too much. 


“Tell me exactly where you are, Ashlee... uh-huh... now, stay 
on the phone, will you. I’m coming to get you myself... yes! 
Right now, don’t move and stay on the line!” 


I put the phone down, scrambling to search for my car keys. 
I hardly ever drive anywhere, a studio car or my own 
private drivers ferry me around. 


The jingling of a set of keys gets my attention. 


“Take mine, Tony. I’ll wait here.” 


I snatch his keys without thinking, then scooping the phone 
back up, making sure Ashlee’s still on the line, I head for 
the door. 


“And don’t forget that young receptionist’s autograph!” he 
bellows, humping to himself before resuming his own work, 
charging me by the hour for the privilege of using my home 
as his office. 


It’s about a half hour drive, and although I try and keep her 
on the phone, my heart stops when the signal cuts out. 


Shifting up a gear in Max’s Mercedes, I try and keep to the 
speed limit, knowing where she is and the fact I’m on my 
way to her should be enough, but it’s not. 


I won’t rest until she’s in my arms again and I’m never 
letting her go again, not ever. 


Not for anything or anyone. 


It’s my own radar as much as her directions that finds her. I 
see her outlined in white before I even see her face, 
relaxing just a little now that I know she’s safe. 


I get closer, and it’s clear she’s been crying. I don’t even 
have to honk. As soon as I pull up next to her, she’s 
reaching for the door, she knows it’s me. 


Struggling to put the car into park while I also reach across 
for her, while we reach for each other, I lean over and hold 
her so close and tighter than she might like but I don’t care 
right now. 


“Ashlee,” I try to speak, but the emotion in my own voice is 
choking it. Her tears return, but they’re a different kind 
now. 


Tears of joy. 


“Pm sorry, Tony... sorry for everything... my mom... 
everything...” she sobs, but I don’t care about any of that, 
not anymore. 


I’ve practically pulled her into the driver’s seat with me, 
holding her and rubbing her back with my hands, wanting 
to kiss her but giving her time to recover. 


Once she’s calmed down, once I’ve calmed down, I hold her 
face in my hands, promising her just one thing. 


“Pm never letting you go, not ever again Ashlee. 
Understand?” 


She sniffs, then laughs and nods. “I don’t want you to, Tony. 
I want to be yours, forever,” she says, and I kiss her, a hard, 
salty kiss that’s desperate from my passion for her and 
saturated with emotion, but it’s a kiss that tells us both 
we’ve found each other again after being apart and that we 
will never part again. 


Not ever. 


“Now,” she finally says, grabbing my hand and sliding it up 
between her legs, her damp heat making me groan 
instantly. 


“Take me somewhere and finish what you started. I want 
you more than ever Tony... I need to give myself to you, 
right now...” she whimpers. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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“What is it?” I ask him, worrying I’ve been too forward now, 
that I’ve put myself out there like a slut. 


“T mean... we don’t have to,” I lie. But Tony’s furrowed brow 
is deep in thought, not regret. 


He chuckles softly, then kisses me again. “Sorry, baby. It’s 
just my is house occupied by my attorney right now, this is 
his car too... I guess your place is out of the question?” he 
asks before apologizing. “Sorry, bad choice of words.” 


Then he hits his palm to his forehead, starts the car and 
we’re off again, the shine in his eyes meeting mine in the 
rear view mirror, telling me he has a plan. 


And what a plan it is. 


About fifteen minutes later we pull up to one of the most 
expensive hotels in the city. A valet opens my door, and Tony 
urges me to go ahead. 


“T almost forgot, I keep a suite here. It’s close to the airport, 
for times I don’t feel like I can go home when I have to work 


again the next day,” he explains. 


I feel a familiar warm travel all over my body, from the top 
of my head all the way down to my toes. 


I still have my little bag, which I insist on carrying once 
we're checked in and Tony has the key card from the front 
desk. 


“And what an honor it is to have you stay with us again, Mr. 
Fontana. Always such a pleasure,” The concierge gushes, 
reminding me that I’m not the only one who has a wet patch 
for Tony, something I’ll have to deal with I tell myself, but I 
can’t help feeling just a little jealous every time I see it 
happen. 


By ‘suite’ Tony must’ve meant the whole top floor of the 
hotel, the place is massive. Making me feel like I haven’t 
lived, like I don’t know anything about the man other than I 
love him no matter where he lives or what he has. 


The view from the huge floor to ceiling windows is 
breathtaking and dropping my bag, I rush to the windows, 
pressing myself against the glass. 


I’ve never been so high up and the view over Hollywood is 
spectacular, the orange-purple light of dusk just starting to 
make itself known across the huge arcing skyscape. 


“Its just beautiful,” I murmur, feeling Tony coming up 
behind me, his hands on my hips. 


“You sure are,” he growls, nibbling my ear and then kissing 
my neck until I squeal, spinning me around so his hands can 
pull me close. So he can kiss me on the mouth. 


I can feel his hardness pressing up against my belly, him 
being so much taller than me, so much bigger everywhere. 


And all muscle, which I run my hands over now, amazed at 
how someone can be so perfect. 


Amazed he’d be interested in me let alone want me like 
this. 


“Thanks for coming to get me,” I tell him, resting my head 
for a moment on his chest, feeling his huge arms encircle 
me as he kisses my head. 


“T should never have let you leave, but let’s not dwell on 
that,” he murmurs. 


“I want you so bad, Tony... want to give myself to you... 
but...” 


“But what?” he asks, lifting my face up to his. 


“But I just don’t get how someone like you could ever-” I 
start to say, but his mouth silences me, his hands doing the 
talking while I feel myself collapse into him, yielding to his 
touch as he picks me up again for the second time in one 
day, carrying me to a bed. 


It’s like we haven’t been apart, like we’re picking up where 
we left off and Tony laughs softly as he reminds me of the 
fact. 


“Tf it wasn’t for that damned photographer,” he muses, but I 
don’t want to even think about it. 


“You’re here now, that’s all that matters. And you don’t have 
to worry about anything, ever again, understand?” he asks, 
making a point of it waiting until I nod. 


“Not about anything,” he stresses before he kisses me 
again, so gently, so tenderly, I’m grateful to be lying down, 
swooning for him all over again. 


I shiver as his hand slides up my skirt and we’re both 
grateful I haven’t got anything underneath. My bra and 
panties somewhere back at his place still, I assume. 


We giggle like a couple of kids, and as much as I have my 
own body issues, I can see that Tony has his about being an 
older man. 


“You’re so beautiful,” he reminds me, lifting my blouse off 
and pulling the skirt free, leaving me completely naked. 


“You’re not so bad yourself,” I remind him, reaching for his 
waist, palming his huge cock through his pants and making 
him groan softly. 


“For an old guy?” he asks, and I think it’s the only time I’ve 
ever seen him doubtful of anything. 


“You’re my guy,” I tell him, quickly trying with both hands 
now to unzip him, making him laugh again until he has to 
help me. 


“Thank you,” he murmurs, freeing himself from his pants 
and kicking them off in the same moment he tears his shirt 
off, buttons popping and flying across the room. 


“Tell me again,” he demands with a smile, “just once more.” 


I’m rubbing my legs together, eager for him between them, 
but I have no hesitation in telling him again, even if it’s just 
to hear myself say it. 


“I’m yours, Tony. I want to give myself to you, body and 
soul.” 


I’m trying to grab hold of him, to run my hands over his 
whole body, but he helps us both. 


In a second, I’m lying on top of him, skin to skin with his 
huge, hard body under mine. 


I can feel his heart pounding, his thick cock too, hot and 
smooth on my belly, which feels so soft compared to his. 


He moans softly, and I moan louder. This feeling... just us, 
together as one. It’s better than anything I could have ever 
imagined, making all my Tony Fontana fantasies instantly 
redundant. The real thing is the best. 


His hands stroke my back, running down to my ass as he 
clenches both my cheeks, telling me it’s his favorite part of 
me, if he has to have one. 


I straddle him, opening my legs and resting my palms on his 
huge chest. I sit myself up, feeling his thickness rub against 
my mound, making me gasp. 


“We can take it slow,” he croons. “We can go as slow as-” 
But I can’t wait. 
Fuck slow, I need him inside of me now. 


I’ve waited a lifetime already and the delays of today are 
too much. I’m gonna burst if he doesn’t just take me 
already. 


Jesus! What this man does to me. 


Leaning forward and reaching around, I grab his cock with 
one hand, surprised I can even get my hand around its 
smooth hot head. 


I tease myself with it, and Tony lays back, his mouth open 
and his eyes on me the whole time as I circle my throbbing 
hole with it. 


A thick line of precome mixes with my own essence, I can 
feel it and after nodding to signal him I’m really ready, I 
start to guide him gently inside of me. 
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Fuck, she’s so tight. 


She feels just as amazing from the inside as she does 
outside, and I swear I can’t get enough of either. 


Hearing her tell me she wants to give herself to me, 
knowing she’s finally going to be mine... I shiver with 
excitement and will myself to give her the ultimate pleasure 
before I empty my seed inside of her, filling her with our 
children. 


She’s on top, which is perfect because I can take in her 
perfect thick chest, feel her ass and thighs on mine as well 
as watch her move... watch her face as she takes all of me. 


She grips my hands in both of hers, and working her way 
down, there’s only a moment of resistance before I fill her 
completely, instantly finding a new and I can tell, exciting 
place inside of her. 


I can’t believe how good this feels, and her moaning my 
name, starting to work herself up and down my shaft is 


already drawing my balls up tight, making me feel the urge 
to come already. 


But I steady myself, relaxing into her body on top of mine, 
focusing on her warmth and her pleasure. 


“T want you to come on my cock, just like you did on my 
face,” I tell her firmly, gripping both my hands on her hips 
as she gasps, starting to buck and thrust herself on me like 
a wild animal. 


For a first timer, it feels like we’ve been doing this forever, 
like we’re just made for each other, and in no time I can 
sense her own arousal giving way to her first cock induced 
climax, but it’s not one I want to share with her. 


Not yet. 


“Come for me,” I growl, gritting my teeth as I feel her tense 
up, her slick tunnel tightening and starting to grip my cock. 


“Come for me... right on my cock!” I tell her, and I smile 
watching her pumping my organ, her tits bouncing, 
begging me to touch them but I have both hands on those 
magic hips. 


“Tony... Tony...” she starts to gasp, her breathing getting so 
hard she can’t speak, and I know it’s her time, I let one of 
my hands stray across her chest, glancing her hard nipples, 
making her whine until she leans forward enough for me to 
take one in my mouth. 


I suck it hard, squeezing her whole chest with both hands 
now as she fucks my rod so hard and fast I can feel her 
coming, but she won’t stop. 


I grip her tighter, she’s incredible and despite all my efforts, 
I can’t hold back. 


She wins. 


Her heaving gasps, then her moaning laughter as we share 
our climax makes me feel like I’ve come for the very first 
time. Like this is what I’ve wanted my whole life but never 
experienced. 


Like finding the lost part of myself. 


Her back arches and her thighs grip my body, a perfect fit. I 
feel myself coming so hard I can’t understand it. 


Her own climax just keeps going, and so does mine until I 
don’t think I can take much more, the feeling is so intense, 
it’s almost too beautiful, until her eyes meet mine. 


We find each other again, eventually. Our waves of intensity 
slowing down but there’s still a ton of aftershocks, making 
us both gasp, giggle and I can see another silver tear in her 
eye at one point, which I kiss away. 


“T love you, Ashlee,” I tell her without hesitation. The words 
seem like nothing compared to the feeling, but I have to tell 
her. I need her to know. 


“I love you too,” she whispers, still clamping down on me 
and still keeping me hard. 


A hardness I’ve never known, but one I know TIl have for a 
while yet, until I’ve made her come so many times on my 
cock we both forget and sleep for a week afterwards. 


That’s what it feels like 


While I’m still inside her, she shimmies her way around, 
turning to face away from me and I pout. 


“T wanna see you,” I protest, but catch on once I notice the 
huge mirror opposite the bed. 


“And I want you to fuck me like this,” she growls. Her own 
rough tone making my dick twitch, getting a notch harder 


and ready to go again in an instant. 


Ashlee’s a shy girl, low confidence... I get that. We’ll work 
on that. 


But boy, does she know how to fuck and she’s not afraid to 
tell me how she wants it. 


“I love you... and IIll fuck you so hard you’ll squirt on my 
cock,” I tell her, making her hum with satisfaction, already 
gyrating her hips on me, our shared climax just the 
beginning of our first time together. 


Something I know I'll treasure forever. 


“Mine,” I growl, and she only hums louder in agreement as 
I study her face in the mirror. 


She’s trying to watch me, but her eyes keep rolling back as 
she focuses, working her internal muscles and flexing her 
hips in time with my body, wanting to give me as much 
pleasure as I know I’m giving her. 


I’m watching her though, all of her. My hands on her hips, 
pulling her towards me with each stroke and letting one, 
then both slide up onto the small of her smooth back. 


Her skin is so soft, so smooth. I could glide my hands across 
it all day, but the sight of her bent over forward in the 
mirror. Her huge chest rocking into me as she pushes 
herself back onto me... 


I hear myself moan louder, I can’t believe what she’s doing 
to me. It’s incredible. 


It’s time for her to turn the tables, commanding me to come 
inside her, even though I know I want to go longer so she 
can come again. 


“T wanna feel you come inside me,” she purrs. “I want you 
to fill me with our babies, you can make me come anytime... 
right now I need you to come inside me Tony... Tony!” she 
suddenly gaps, gripping the sheets with both hands and 
growling like a she-wolf, heaving back up against me so fast 
and hard I have to grip her by the hips again. 


Promising to give her what she wants. 
What she needs. 


Shifting myself forward on my keens, I feel like I’m deeper 
inside her than I thought possible, and her sudden low 
moan lets me know I’ve found a new pleasure center, 
opened up only after such vigorous fucking. 


Her whimpering sounds try to tell me again, only getting 
half the word out. “Come... me... -ony...” 


Her words, her tightness flexing over my hardness like 
nothing else, it’s time. 


I feel myself coming and I swear out loud, telling her I love 
her with each pulse of the rising exchange between us. 


Circling herself firmer and slower, I feel her starting to 
shudder for a third time, both of us collapsing on the bed. 


I stay inside her, clutching her close as she assumes the 
little spoon position while I stroke her hair back, kiss her 
neck, and tell her she’s mine and that I love her. 


I never thought I'd be able to tell anyone that I love them, 
but then again I just met the only one I ever will. 
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I’ve never felt so safe. Never felt so satisfied either. 


I’m glad I never met anyone else who wanted my virginity. 
I’m glad I kept myself pure so I could give myself to Tony. 


To think of all the women in the world who would give so 
much more than their virginity, or anything else to get what 
I have now. 


Hearing him tell me he loves me, and being able to tell him 
the same right back... it takes away all the fear and 
uncertainty that’s plagued me my whole life. 


I’m not even worried about Stacy anymore, or the stuff I left 
at her place. What used to be my home. 


I am home now, in Tony’s arms is the only place TIl ever call 
home from now on and I just know he feels exactly the 
same. 


I try to stay awake, try to have a mumbled conversation 
with Tony about something I don’t even remember... but I 
fall asleep. 


Totally spent, exhausted but with a huge smile on my face I 
fall into a deep, dreamless sleep, only waking to the sound 
of running water. 


Reaching behind me I feel a jolt of panic when he’s not 
there. 


I sit up, my brain foggy and my body pulsing with a pleasing 
ache that makes me remember what happened. 


But where’s Tony? 


I examine my feelings for a moment, and realize I’m not 
frightened anymore, just curious as to where he’s gotten to. 


His gift to me, inside me, which I hope will grow into our 
children is forever. 


I won't die if he’s out of bed for ten minutes, probably had 
to use the bathroom. 


Stretching out and yawning, I don’t even feel like I need to 
know the time or even what day it is anymore. 


I roll over as soon as I hear Tony whistling to himself, 
making me smile and feeling foolish for even entertaining a 
doubtful thought for a second. 


“Pm running you a bath,” he says with a sly grin, only 
serving to broaden my own smile. 


“Do I smell bad?” I tease him, making him frown. 


“T could smell you all day and all night. I just thought...” he 
says, but I pat the empty space next to me. 


“Come here then,” I tell him, and in a moment he has me in 
his arms, kissing me tenderly again. 


“T just thought a bath might be nice, together,” he 
continues. 


There’s a soft knock, followed by a low sounding chime. 


“Its okay,” he assures me. “Just dinner. I hope you like 
steak,” he says, kissing me again before tearing himself 
away to get the door, taking time to shut off the faucet on 
his way. 


Never in a hurry, and always knowing exactly what he 
wants. 


I sigh out loud, throwing myself back onto the thick pillows, 
stifling another squeal. 


This is actually happening! It’s really happening to me. 


He’s only got a thin towel wrapped around his waist, naked 
everywhere else and I still have to marvel at the man’s body 
when he reappears, wheeling a trolley covered with shiny 
silver domes, the smell of food filling the room and making 
me hungry. 


The sight of him just so, making me hungry for everything 
else he has on offer. 


“T might need that bath,” I warn him. “I’m feeling real dirty 
all of a sudden.” 


I chuckle as he blushes, but flush hard myself once I see the 
tent pole springing to life right in front of me, making me 
groan out loud. 


“T want that!” I exclaim, but Tony presses his finger to my 
lips. 


“You need to eat first,” he lectures me, smiling with a 
twinkle in his eyes, his body flexing without effort as he lifts 
those lids, and in the process letting his towel slip quite by 
accident, but it makes me gasp. 


I had no idea how big he really is, and it explains the 
pleasant ache I have which is already drenched and ready 
for more of what he’s packing. 


“Food,” he says firmly, wheeling the trolley over. “Unless 
madam would prefer it in the tub?” 


I make a face, who eats in the bath? 
“Ever tried it?” he asks me, and I shake my head. 
“Neither have I, wanna?” 


The thought of being that much closer to him, in hot water 
and food...? I dunno. But I'll take Tony over my own 
indecision any day. 


Moments later, I’m up to my boobs in bubbles and Tony is 
serving us steak dinners onto the polished timber slab that 
sits across the enormous tub, big enough for more than the 
two of us, but filled nicely once Tony settles in behind me. 


I can feel his manhood resting up against my back as I lean 
back into his body, wondering why he hadn’t suggested this 
earlier. 


He spoils me. 


Cutting my meat and feeding it to me, then taking a bite for 
himself off the same plate. 


“Too much?” he asks, sounding concerned his idea of 
spoiling me might be weird, but I shake my head, my mouth 
full of food. 


“No, I love this. It’s perfect,” I tell him, not having to turn 
around, feeling his thickness getting harder and fatter 
behind me. 


Pulsing. Reminding me of the effect I have on him as well as 
the effect he has on all my appetites. Even the newly found 


ones. 


There’s vegetables and a potato dish too. The food’s 
excellent but it’s the company I feel that makes it such a 
memorable moment. 


Once we've eaten, he slides the board all the way down, 
past our feet even, and lays back just holding me, crossing 
his huge arms over my chest as I lay there with him, staring 
up at the moonless night through the glass domed ceiling 
above us. 


I half think to myself if he deliberately has domes in all his 
places, or if they just come that way, but he interrupts my 
thought. 


“What do you want, Ashlee. From life I mean?” he asks me 
suddenly, breaking my train of thought. The one where he 
has me bent over the edge of the bath, stuffing me full of 
my ideal dessert under a star filled glass dome, like a snow 
dome in my mind. 


“What do J want?” I ask rhetorically, thinking for a moment. 


“Well, it sounds silly, but I always wanted to be an actress,” 
I tell him truthfully, four years at college wasn’t just for shits 
and giggles. 


I really did want to be an actress. 


“Is that a fact?” he asks cryptically and starts humming to 
himself, filling a sponge with soap to wash down my front. 
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If she was any sweeter, she would have set brittle in the 
tub, like toffee. But Ashlee’s more than sweet, she’s level- 
headed and grown beyond her years. 


She knows what she wants, she’s just never been given the 
chance to prove she can be anything she wants. 


For me though, her just being herself is enough. I know I’ve 
more than fallen for her, I’m hooked and TIl never let her 
go. Not for anything. 


We talk until the water grows cold and I top it up with hot 
water until it gets cold again, before we both just agree to 
go back to bed. 


I dry her off, marveling at her body all over again, not 
minding that she just wants to snuggle once she dried me 
off, even though I’m rock hard the whole time. 


“Tt’s just what you do to me,” I remind her. “It doesn’t 
always mean we have to... y know?” 


“T thought I wanted to,” she confesses. “I really did, but 
after all that food and the bath... I just want to sleep.” 


I feel the same. It’s been a big day and we climb into the 
even bigger bed, doing our spoon thing and settling into 
complete bliss just holding each other. 


I start to ask her something, but realize she’s already 
asleep, and I’m not far behind her. 


We’re on a boat, a skinny boat of some kind and Ashlee 
points over to the horizon... there’s a farm or something. A 
double story building surrounded by ancient trees. She has 
a baby in her lap, and I know it’s our daughter, Emily... 


I jolt awake, the ringing of the hotel phone by the bed sees 
me snatching up the handset before it wakes Ashlee. I don’t 
want her rest disturbed. 


“What!” I hiss. 


“Good morning, Cinderella. Did you find a fit for your 
shoe?” 


It takes me a second to connect the dots, then I groan. 


“Max! I’m so sorry,” I whisper, getting out of bed, I walk to 
the next room, not wanting to wake Ashlee. 


“Quite alright, m’boy. I figured you’d make it to your second 
home there. I took the liberty of staying here last night, at 
your place. Billed by the hour at my overtime rate,” he adds 
matter of fact, reminding me of the importance of doing 
things right, sticking to your guns. 


Max is a Shrewd businessman as well as a potent attorney. If 
I have to hand over half my millions to get my own way with 


Ashlee, to get back at those photographers... that Stacy 
woman, so be it. 


“I only called to see if you could have the car sent back. I 
have other clients y’know,” he drones, disinterested. I can 
hear his keyboard tapping and my coffee machine in the 
background. Max is multi-tasking every minute of every day. 


“Sure,” I yawn. “Tl have the hotel drop it back if you like?” 


“Soon.” He adds before hanging up. I know he’s not mad, 
he would’ve called a lot sooner if he wanted his car, but Max 
never minces his words either. He’s far too busy. 


Just as I hang up the phone, it rings again. 
“Hi Max,” I chime, knowing it’s him. 


“And don’t forget. You owe that secretary an autographed 
photo, Bridgette” he reminds me, hanging up again 
without another word. 


I have to smile, and I know old Max is too on the other end. 
How he even knew her name let alone remembered it... 


That’s why I employ him. He’s the best at what he does. 


If he played best buddy with me, our client-professional 
attorney relationship would never work, and he’d never get 
his fee. 


Peeking in on Ashlee, I can see her turned away from me, 
but her body slowly rising and falling with the breath of 
deep sleep, which makes me smile. 


Knowing she’s mine now, that we’re together... Nothing 
seems too much either and I almost look forward to doing 
the list of things I know I should do today, making up for 
everything I didn’t do yesterday. 


But I’ve done the most important thing in my life so far, 
that’s all that matters. 


Flipping open my laptop in the study nook of the suite by a 
window lit with morning light, I’m a little staggered by the 
hundreds of emails, and all since yesterday. 


Almost all of them are veiled blackmail threats from trashy 
websites and magazine publishers, giving me twenty four 
hours to pay them to retract their photos, ‘or else.’ 


It takes a second, but I forward all of them to Max. 


Evidence, and I know he’ll have his people follow up on 
every single one with a civil lawsuit. 


It’ll cost a mint, but I mean business this time. I’m not 
rolling over for anyone when it comes to my Ashlee. 


Before I forget, I pull a fresh nine by ten glossy portrait of 
myself from a drawer, and dutifully sign it to Bridgette. 


I remember the days when studios would make me spend 
hours signing these things. Thank god those days are over. 


Bridgette. you might be the lucky last. 


Checking the cleaning agency’s address on my old 
fashioned Rolodex, I go to address an envelope, but there 
aren’t any, no stamps either. 


I call reception and ask for some more stationary, stamps 
and the like. I could just leave it for them to post it, but 
knowing Max, he’ll be cross-examining me about how I sent 
the autograph. 


He’s funny like that. A real stickler for detail. 


Without meaning to, I’ve woken Ashlee but it’s the best 
start to my day to hear her coming out of our room, 


crossing the wooden floor and slinging herself over my 
shoulder. 


Her hair down, touching my shoulder, I can feel her, warm 
from our bed still. 


“Morning,” she coos, kissing my ear and I turn to give her a 
proper good morning kiss. 
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Tony sets me on his lap, holding me and kissing me until I 
feel something familiar pulsing against me from 
underneath. 


I have a robe on, so does he, but his manhood has a life of 
its own. Like a third wheel following us around already. 


One I don’t mind at all. It’s the best feeling to wake up, 
knowing my man still wants me after the day and night he 
gave me before. 


“Breakfast?” he asks, and I have to think for a moment 
before he reassures me. 


“We can have it in bed,” he says, to which I heartily agree. 


“TIl order it up, but I have to make some coffee first,” he 
tells me. “I’m useless without it first thing.” 


I kiss his cheek, jumping as he squeezes my ass. 


“Almost useless,” he reassures me with a muffled laugh. 


I let myself up, knowing he wants to get his coffee, but also 
sensing he wants to serve some for me too, wants to look 
after me and not let me do anything for myself while he 
spoils me some more. 


Then I see it. 


It’s a stunning glossy black and white of Tony, looks like it 
was taken a few years ago, but he hasn’t aged a day, just 
has some natural silver highlighting his hair now. 


Bridgette. 
‘For Bridgette... Love and affection, always... Tony’ 


I feel my heart clench, like iced water has been poured 
down my robe. 


I want to tear the photo up, to run screaming at Tony, 
demanding he explain what all this is about. 


But I take a deep breath instead. 


He was sitting right in front of it with me, it’s his job. I 
remind myself. 


A celebrity signing an autographed photo is no big deal. 


I’ll have to deal with a lot more than this if I’m going to be 
his... 


Be his what? 


Is he really going to walk down red carpets with you? Show 
you Off at those award ceremonies all over the world? In all 
those magazines? 


My chest tightens again, I feel sick. 


I suddenly don’t care who Bridgette is. I want my old life 
back, but I also want Tony. I need Tony. It’s a horrible 


feeling. 


Looking out the window, I tell myself to calm down. I don’t 
think I need to map out any kind of future other than what 
Tony’s already told me. 


He loves me, that much I know and that’s all that matters. 
I’ll deal with the rest as it- 


The chirping ring of my phone cuts through the near 
silence, and I dash to answer it out of reflex. 


Tony’s humming and tinkering in the kitchen tells me he’s 
busy enough. 


Without even looking though, I know who it is, making me 
pause before answering. 


Do I really need this right now? 
It’s Stacy... my mom. 


I want to answer it, but I chicken out, letting it go to 
voicemail, then wait again for the chime to let me know she 
left a message. 


Jeez, she’s left a message alright. 


It’s a full minute of me standing in the bedroom before I get 
the message notification, suggesting she’s used every 
second available to leave her message. 


I feel my stomach drop a little further. 


The finality of everything, me leaving home, no job, no 
money... and although I know it’s stupid, Tony signing 
photos for ‘ Bridgette’ and all those like her in the world? 


I feel double sick. 
Triple sick. 


“Ash? Ashlee?” I hear Tony calling me from outside the 
bedroom. 


Walking out, I can see he’s made a tray of fresh percolated 
coffee and even toasted some croissants. 


He sheepishly explains he’s hungry, and that we can order 
up anything I want. 


“Ashlee? What is it, what’s wrong?” he asks, setting the tray 
down and reaching me in three strides of his step, holding 
me by my elbows. 


“Who’s Bridgette?” I hear myself spit out, then feel my 
lower lip trembling, thinking about my mother, my whole 
life and bursting into tears like a little girl. 


Feeling like a spoiled, stupid little girl. 


His face is a puzzle for a moment, then it registers, and he 
glances from his desk back to my eyes. 


Not a hint of guilt in his eyes, only concern. 


“Oooh, darling, Bridgette is the receptionist at the agency. I 
called them yesterday to get your number. I was so sick not 
knowing how to contact you. Max, my attorney, he’s been 
nagging me to send her an autograph like she asked for 
ever since,” he says, all in one perfect stream of truth. 


No word of a lie. 


“TIl tear it up right now if it makes you feel better,” he 
offers, but I shake my head, feeling more foolish than 
anything. 


“L.. I’m, sorry, Tony... I just, it’s just... My mother called me 
just now, and after seeing that picture,” I stammer, hurling 
myself into his chest, covering my eyes with my hands. 


His firm grip is on me, followed closely by his lips on mine. 


Not something out of a movie, this is real life. Real passion, 
and the man has plenty of it and all for me. 


“Now you listen here, Ashlee,” he says in his commanding 
tone. “I said I love you and I mean it, dammit! And when 
Tony Fontana says he loves a woman it’s forever, nobody 
else comes into it... not even close... understand!” 


He loosens his grip a little but it’s his words that hold me 
firm. I feel stupid for doubting him so many times in one 
day, but at the same time I just can’t fathom what the man 
sees in me. 


“Now, I was gonna send that photo along as thanks for her 
help. That’s all. I’ve only spoken to her on the phone for less 
than a minute, compare that to what we have... what I want 
for-” 


But he stops himself before continuing. 


“What I really want for you, for both of us... It’s just a silly 
autograph, but also a sincere note of thanks, for bringing 
you here... to me,” he adds, holding his ground, defending 
his actions and making me feel like a flower losing all its 
petals in the wind. 


“Oh, Tony,” I sigh, clutching him tighter, feeling relief when 
he shushes me, and runs his hands down my back. 


“What did your mother have to say?” he asks softly, after 
I’ve calmed down some. 


“She left a message but I haven’t checked it,” I tell him. 


“Then don’t,” he advises. “I’m through with fighting, 
worrying and playing second fiddle to someone else’s tune. 
Let’s just get outta here, Ashlee... just you and me, huh?” 


I love the idea, I know he does too, but his eyes and my own 
mind quickly tell us both a different story. 


We both have things we still have to deal with. 
He has his career and I have my foster mom. 


“Where would we go?” I ask halfheartedly, wishing I knew 
the answer. 


His phone ringing, like the photo, reminds me of the whole 
world and not just me who wants a slice of Tony Fontana. 


He holds me for a second, kissing my forehead before he 
takes his call. 


“TI fix this,” he promises me, and I feel something shift 
inside me again, believing that if anyone can fix this, it’s 
Tony Fontana. 
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Like any good professional on top of their game, the 
producer of my latest movie, Marcel is as much in my face 
as my attorney when it comes to reminding me of my legal 
obligations. 


My contractual responsibilities as a contracted actor. 


I want to groan out loud, to tell him to fuck off, but looking 
over at Ashlee, seeing her worrying over her own problems, 
I remind myself I’ve vowed to protect her. 


That means financially too. I mean to look after Ashlee, for 
better or for worse. Even though I haven’t said so in as 
many words, not yet. 


Marcel wants me on the next flight, in three hours, straight 
to Paris and an hour after I land he’ll have a camera rolling, 
so he wants me ready. 


Staring at Ashlee, seeing the way the morning light 
catching her hair, her smooth skin... 


I have it. 


“Marcel, about that scene... about the whole third act 
really...” I start to say, not even minding when he groans 
and starts swearing in French. 


“Don’t do this, Tony!” he exclaims. “Actors always want to 
fuck around the formula. Just get here and shoot the 
fucking scenes,” he whines, and I can hear him drawing 
hard on one of his long brown, foreign cigarettes before he 
exhales noisily. 


“Marcel,” I reason with him. “I have a new leading lady in 
mind, someone I just met, she’s an actress,” I try to tell him, 
but he cuts me off. 


“You'll be on the plane, you'll do the scenes and you'll get 
paid. That’s your job, Tony... fuck! What’s gotten into you? 
You never used to mess us around, now in one day you’ve 
become a prima donna,” he exclaims again. 


Flipping him to speaker while I switch to my phone’s 
camera, I snap a picture of Ashlee; a perfect photo with her 
looking out onto the view of Hollywood, the lighting, 
everything just perfect. 


“Are you still there?” Marcel asks angrily once I have him 
back in my ear once I hit send, shooting him a thousand 
words of Ashlee. 


“Yeah, I’m here. Marcel, take it easy. I’m thinking of the 
whole project here, not just my part in it.” 


“The fuck’s this?” he asks gruffly after a few seconds once I 
hear his phone pinging. 


“That’s Ashlee. She’s the one-” 


His dry laugh turns into a cough, then reverts back to a 
horrible sounding laugh. 


“Ah! Good one Tony! You nearly had me there. I thought for 
a minute you were serious... your American humor, no?” 


But I’m not joking. 


“What did you just say?” I hear myself growl, my voice 
turning to gravel as I watch Ashlee’s face turn to mine, her 
eyes filling with concern again. 


“T thought you honestly wanted me to consider... never 
mind, where do you get these pictures from Tony, internet? 
It’s almost disgusting... just get here soon eh? I need you on 
set tomorrow morning, our time.” 


And then it happens. 


I have the clearest, most sobering realization of my entire 
career. Of my entire life. 


The industry I’ve sold myself to for over twenty years, it’s 
shown its true colors to me as if for the first time. 


I can handle criticism, put-downs and even scandal when it 
comes to me, but my Ashlee? 


No. 
It ends today. 


“Listen to me you French fried fuck!” I spit. “Ashlee is worth 
a hundred of me. Either she gets a scene in this movie or I 
walk, contract be damned... and TIl sue you for slander and 
discrimination faster than you can whistle ‘breach of 
contract’ you snail sucking piece of shit.” 


The line goes quiet, but I know he hasn’t hung up, I do 
some math in my mind, kissing my retirement fund goodbye 
with the caseload Max is gonna have on his hands next. 


Marcel takes a deep breath in. 


“Okay, okay,” he drawls. “You Americans, always with your 
demands.” 


I relax a little, my heart lifting as I picture Ashlee by my side 
at work as well as at play, at home afterwards. The awards I 
can shower on her myself. 


“Now hear this,” Marcel continues, his own voice dropping 
low, sounding cold. 


“T have three major European and American studios behind 
me, billions, Tony... billions of Euros and dollars to fight you 
and win... You wanna fuck with that? Be my guest. Ill see 
you in court you motherfucker, and if we need some fat girl 
to get stuffed in one of our films, we have a continent full of 
them too.” 


My phone creaks in my hand, and I hear Ashlee asking me if 
I’m okay. 


I hold a flat hand up to her, smiling. Glad she’s here. I want 
her to be here when I do this. It’s about us now, nothing 
else matters. 


Holding the phone to my chest with my hand over the 
microphone of the cell phone, I ask her. I have to. 


“Will you still have me, even if I have nothing? If I’m dirt 
poor and not a movie star?” 


She doesn’t even flinch. “Of course Tony, I love you,” she 
tells me, looking concerned for me now, forgetting her own 
bag of problems. 


That’s how I know she’s the one. 
That’s how I know I can never lose. 


I’ve already got everything I need, all the riches in the 
world, in this very room, right in front of me. 


I give Marcel my ultimatum. “Ashlee has her passport and 
we can be on that flight, but if she’s not even considered for 
a part in this project, then I can’t continue with mine in it 
either. She’s a part of me now, Marcel and I’m giving you a 
chance to understand that,” I tell him, calmly but firmly. Not 
caring what happens next, half thinking about what Ashlee 
might want to spend the rest of the day doing instead. 


“Then you’re mad! I won’t fire you either if that’s what you 
want, this is a breach of contract!” Marcel screams, and 
before he has a chance to hurt my ears anymore, I hang up. 


Ashlee, wringing her hands, wants to cross the room, to 
hold me, to ask me what’s going on but I hold up a finger 
while I dial Max back. 


He can have it. Let him have it all. 


He picks up just before the phone stops ringing, and I give 
him the brief of my next legal challenge: Breaking movie 
contract over terms, libel and discrimination. 


Max breathes through his nose before replying, and I move 
over to Ashlee, hugging her with one arm to let her know 
she doesn’t have to worry. 


“Tt’ll take some doing, but not too much for me personally. 
International law, multi-continental contracts... this could 
go on for years, Tony,” he muses. 


“I don’t care, Max. I want-” But even Max cuts me off. 


“You want everything your own way, Tony. I understand that 
much, but Ill help you. Don’t worry,” he says slowly, and I 
almost detect a giggle at the end of his sentence. 


“What do I do now then?” I ask him. 


“Nothing,” he says blandly. “Enjoy the day, your life. You’ve 
got the girl, and just like one of your movies, you should 


ride off into the sunset with her. You have plenty of money, 
don’t you?” 


He asks, making me reconsider the whole legal position. 


“I do... I mean, I did, your fees... the court cases...” I 
wonder aloud. 


“Oh, Tony! How could you even think that?” he exclaims. 
“You should know by now, after all these years, that I doa 
certain amount of pro bono work per year, have to, some 
legally binding contract of my own.” 


“What about the paparazzi cases, the business with 
Ashlee’s mother?” I ask, feeling lighter by the second. 


“Call it... an engagement present,” he guffaws. “You have 
asked her, haven’t you?” he asks, trying his best to sound 
like he’s scolding me. 


“No. No I haven’t,” I realize aloud. 


“Then do it, and for god’s sake, send me my car and that 
poor secretary her autograph, will you? I’m a busy man!” 


He hangs up so fast, leaving the room silent with only 
Ashlee and me in it like a breath of fresh air. 


“What happened?” Ashlee asks. “What’s going on? Tell me!” 
she squeaks nervously. 


“How would you like to be an unemployed actress... dating 
the most famous unemployed actor in this week’s 
headlines?” I ask her, watching as her face counts off the 
idea in her mind. 


“Td like that of all things!” she says finally in her best 
Shakespeare play voice, and I hold her so tight I feel the air 
squeezing out of her until I kiss her again, hearing her 
taking it all back in. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 
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“You really don’t mind?” he asks me. 


And I shake my head without thinking about it. Without 
needing to think about it. 


I only know I’m his and now he’s mine. Everything else is 
just playing catch up. 


“But, what’s happened,” I have to ask, worried I might be 
the cause of more problems than he already had. 


“Its nothing baby, but it looks like my attorney is gonna 
have his work cut out for him. I just broke my movie 
contract, and I’m pretty sure he wants to go after all those 
photographers too,” he adds. 


“But I thought...?” I start to ask, meaning I thought he 
wanted to sue them all, even my mom. 


But Tony only shakes his head, smiling as he hooks his 
hands behind my waist and pulls me towards him. 


“T thought a lot of things yesterday... before you, Ashlee, 
before us,” he says. “Max Schubert, attorney at law, can do 
whatever he wants. Right now, today, all I want is my girl on 
my arm and the sun on our faces,” he says, sounding like 
something from one of his movies, and for my benefit, I 
know. 


But I don’t care, it’s exactly how I feel. 


“What about my mom?” I hear myself asking, not wanting to 
even go there when it comes to the legal stuff, but needing 
to know what will happen next. I can let her go for now, 
maybe one day we can speak again, once she accepts who I 
am and how I feel about Tony. 


“T can let Max know to ease off when it comes to her if you 
want. He runs his cases his own way, but I don’t mind at all 
if Stacy gets left out of the whole thing,” he says. 


“Even though she started the whole thing?” I add. 


Tony smiles, kissing me again and drawing me closer, 
whispering into my ear. 


“Your foster mom brought you to me, I owe her everything, 
really... don’t I?” he asks, and we both laugh softly before 
we kiss again. 


As much as my mom can be a pain in the ass, she did bring 
us together, and her own plans to bring Tony down will 
never work, not with his legal team and his attitude of live 
and let live, not with his own special power. I just know it. 


“You’re not just for show, are you Tony Fontana?” I ask him, 
looking up, admiring him for more than his good looks. 


“Nor are you, Ashlee,” he reminds me, kissing me tenderly 
again before he suddenly realizes he wants to ask me 
something. 


“Say? You didn’t happen to bring your passport when you 
got your bag of tricks, did you?” he asks with that 
mischievous twinkle in his eye. 


I tell him immediately, I have my passport, and all the 
money I’ve saved since I was seven, making him get a little 
emotional again as he kisses me harder. 


“How much have you saved?” he asks, and I know it’s only 
curiosity, but I want to pay my own way too. 


“About four thousand dollars,” I mumble, suddenly 
remembering I’m talking to a millionaire. 


His smile shines like his eyes. 
He’s proud of me, he’s not comparing bank balances. 


“I love you Ashlee. I really do. How do you feel about 
coming to Paris with me? I think it might be best given the 
legal storm brewing, all the upcoming publicity. I have most 
of my assets there anyway,” he murmurs, looking at me with 
hopeful, expectant eyes. 


“Paris!” I exclaim, feeling like a princess already. 


“How will we get there? When will we-” I try to add, but his 
mouth is on mine again, his hands on my body and his firm 
tone in my ear soon enough, telling me not to worry about 
details. 


“Just say yes,” he tells me, and I hesitate for a moment 
more. 


“You mean about Paris?” I ask, cocking my brow. 


“About Paris,” he confirms, and I push down the feeling, the 
wanting for him to ask me something else... for now. 


“T can still wangle the jet from the studio, I know the pilot,” 
he tells me. “Plus, I have my passport right here. We can 


pick up anything we need once we get there but I have an 
apartment there, what D’ya say?” he asks me again, with so 
much enthusiasm I’m almost scared I won’t be able to keep 


up. 


I’ve never been out of the state, let alone out of the country. 
I only got my passport because of the agency, one of their 
requirements. 


I take a minute to think, and Tony lets me go, watching me 
as I go to the window and take in the view again. He won’t 
pressure me, I know, he’s giving me all the time I need. 


He turns to go to the kitchen again, to make some more 
coffee I imagine, maybe order some more food, but I 
already know what I want. 


“Tony?” I ask, a tremor in my voice as he spins to catch my 
gaze. “Don’t think I wouldn’t... don’t think I won’t... not for 
a second.” I tell him, and he rushes to catch me in his arms 
as I hurl myself at him. 


“T only want this,” I tell him. “I only want you, anytime, 
anywhere.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY 
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I hold her, but like every other time, it’s never for long 
enough. I want to be fused to her somehow, so we can be 
conjoined forever. 


The door chimes and I know it's the hotel stationary, plus 
some breakfast, if they know me any better which I’m 
happy to see they do. 


I tell the concierge to drop Max’s car back, that we’ll be 
leaving for the airport after breakfast, and if he wouldn’t 
mind putting a call through to the pilot to have him call me. 


“Oh!” I add, holding him back just a minute longer, using 
the stationary to address and stamp the autographed photo 
before handing it to him, asking him to post it. 


Ashlee looks at me in awe. 


“They treat me like a bratty teenager here, but put up with 
me,” I remark, smiling at the concierge. 


“The service is excellent, more like family,” I tell her, closing 
the door and making my way back to her before I think 


about anything else. 


My luggage is my passport, phone and credit card. Ashlee 
has her bag and within a few hours, we’re zooming over the 
Atlantic, headed for Paris. 


“We should make it in time for dinner,” I tell her, watching 
her look out the window of the plane, glancing over to me 
only to open her eyes wider with excitement before looking 
out again. 


She hasn’t stopped smiling since we left the hotel. 


Let’s see if we can’t keep her smiling forever. That sounds 
like a plan. 


It’s a ten hour flight, so I catch up with Max by email to 
finalize things for me on his end. I think I will stay in Paris 
for as long as I can, asking Max to see about a visa for 
Ashlee too. 


He knows people. 
Max always makes things happen. Good things. 


Once business is taken care of, and I can’t stand being so 
far away from her a minute longer, I invite Ashlee into my 
seat with me. Huge, leather things, more like sofas than 
airline seats. 


She feels so much better with each mile between us and the 
states. 


A new life, that’s what I’m thinking, but not too soon I hope? 


“You haven’t changed things just for me, have you?” Ashlee 
asks, looking up at me with clear eyes, finding a mat of my 


chest hair through my shirt and teasing her fingers into it. 


“T’ve changed everything for you... for us.” I tell her flatly, 
then smile. 


“My life started yesterday, Ashlee... when you walked into it. 
The only changes are to keep it that way.” 


I see her eyes misting up, clutching at me, but it’s the truth. 


“It’s only been one day so far, and I know it’s been a hell of 
a ride but I want this everyday. With you Ashlee,” I tell her. 


She looks thoughtful, then nervous. 


“Are you going to work in Paris?” she asks me quickly, 
changing the subject. 


“No.” I tell her quickly, rubbing her arm with mine around 
her shoulder. 


“T want the next few days to be just all about us. I do have 
plans, maybe... for work I mean, but not right now.” 


I’ve always wanted to start my own production company, 
direct my own movies. God knows I’ve spent enough time in 
front of the camera as well as behind the scenes. It’s not 
what you know in this business but who you know. 


I think it can work, and I already have a leading lady in 
mind. 


The thought of her on the big screen, her smooth skin and 
huge blue eyes... those hips. 


I shiver a breath in, then think, who would play her leading 
man? 


Fuck! 


I’d have to act in the films too, no way am I letting any 
other punk near my woman. 
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“Tony?” she’s snapping her fingers in front of my eyes. I 
focus on her again, creasing a smile. 


“Miles away,” I exhale, drawing her closer, feeling her 
shiver a little too and wondering if it’s just the cabin 
temperature, or what I think she must sense coming on this 
trip. 


With me, us. 
Our life together from now on. 


“As long as I don’t have to tear you away from autograph 
hungry secretaries,” she muses, teasing me but I can still 
see the thought of it in her eyes as she bites her lip. 


How can I show her, how can I make her understand? 


“That’s what I’m getting at Ashlee. I don’t want us to have 
to tear each other away from anything, I want it to be us... 
all the time. Every day,” 


Dammit! 


I’m a trained actor. I can laugh, cry or be deadpan on 
command... but I can’t stop the emotion from showing in my 
voice, the goosebumps from swarming my body when I feel 
what I have to ask her, what I have to know now. 


I hear her take a sharp breath in, flushing red and both her 
hands reaching for mine, the silver line of her own tears; 
the tremble in her sweet lips urging me forward. 


“Say yes,” is all I can manage at first. Taking another breath 
and her hands in mine before kissing them both and asking 
her properly. 


“Say you'll be my wife, Ashlee, that I can have and hold you 
like this every day for the rest of our lives. Say yes and I can 
rest easy, never having to wonder if this angel can’t be mine 
forever.” 


She’s speechless, but it doesn’t matter. I know her answer. 


Like everything with Ashlee, it’s perfect and I only want to 
make it even more so. 


“Marry me, Ashlee. Be the mother to our children. My wife I 
can worship. Let me be the father I never had to the lives I 
know we’ll share together... just. Please... say yes.” 


She can only mouth the word at first, but once she kisses 
me, and I feel that incredible charge circulating between 
us, She finds her voice. 


“Yes,” she whispers, kissing my hands and I her head as 
tears run down both our faces. 


It’s the best word I’ve heard my whole life and cements us 
together, forever. 


Paris awaits, the city of love. 


We spend the rest of the flight in each other’s arms, talking 
about our future and little of the past. 


Paris speeds towards us, everything else further behind 
with every second. 


“T love you, Tony Fontana,” she tells me. 


“And I love you more,” I tell her, our heads pressed 
together, relieved and finally able to make our way home. 


Together. 


Forever. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


A shlee 


Lots of people speak French in France, lucky for me most of 
them speak English too. 


Tony wanted me to be in the movies. I was like, excuse me? 
Ah, no thanks honey, I’ve seen what the press does to 
actors. First hand, remember? 


But I didn’t want to stop him from setting up his own 
production company either. 


And he’s been instrumental in me setting up my own thing, 
stage shows that give up and coming actors a chance to 
strut their stuff. Especially slightly curvy girls and boys who 
might have been turned down in the past because they 
don’t look like something they’re not. 


It’s been a whirlwind ride alright, and we open our first 
show in three weeks. 


“You okay, Ashlee? You look like crap.” 


I’ve been hearing it all morning and it’s not helping, 
because I know it’s true. 


I have so much to feel good about, so why do I feel like I’m 
dying every time I come to work or look at food? 


During our first dress rehearsal I have to run to the 
bathroom three times, then again once we break for 
something to eat. 


My god, what if I’m really sick? There’s so many things 
going around right now. I can’t afford to be sick.. oh god, 
no! 


Every great and even beginner stage directors have an 
assistant director, someone whose job is to help out, even 
take charge when the shit hits the fan. 


Chloe’s been a rock so far and she doesn’t look surprised 
when I finally get up the strength to tell her. 


“T have to go home. I feel like crap,” I announce, feeling the 
saliva rushing into my mouth again as I swallow hard, trying 
not to dry heave as I make my way out. 


Everybody is so understanding, maybe it’s a French thing. 
But cheering me as I leave? 


I shoot Chloe a look, but she only shrugs. Smiling. 
Like she knows something I don’t. 

Like they all do. 

The taxi ride back to the apartment is a blur. 


What is wrong with me? And why is everyone grinning at 
me when I tell them I feel so ill? 


Home again, I feel instantly more relaxed and safe. I 
breathe in the scent of Tony which I have no problem 
permeating everything we own, every space we occupy. 


It’s like having him with me when he’s not home. He’s 
directing his own movie on set today, just outside of Paris 
but not due back for another day or two. 


He video calls me every chance he gets and we spend half 
the time he’s away on the phone, which rings as soon as I 
walk in the door. 


I know it’s him. 
“What’s wrong, baby?” he asks, filled with concern. 


“How’d you know?” I ask, touched by his connection even 
when he’s not around. 


“Chloe called when you left, she said you were sick.” 
tt Oh.” 


“Plus, you’ve been sick for weeks honey, every morning. 
Don’t think I don’t know. I know my girl and something’s 
up,” he says, distracted by some background noise. Lights 
and cameras being moved around. 


“Pm coming home,” he announces, and I hear myself 
groaning in the negative, but secretly glad he’s coming 
home. 


“Tony? I’m scared,” I tell him, surprising myself but at least 
feeling honest. 


“Ashlee, I’m leaving now. Ill be there in a couple of hours, 
no arguments. I’m calling a local doctor, and they’ll be there 
as soon as possible. I’ll see you soon.” 


He hangs up, but only because he really is leaving to come 
home straight away. 


I love it when Tony takes charge. I should’ve gone to a 
doctor sooner but I always thought... 


I don’t know what I thought. 
I feel dizzy again. Maybe if I ate- 
Ugh! Nope. The thought of food, liquid... anything... 


I lay on the couch until the door buzzes, all those grinning 
faces are swimming in time with my nausea. I struggle to 
get up. 


Swear these pants are shrinking. 


A female doctor, of course. She practically catches me as I 
open the door, pitching forward, I'm so dizzy. 


Helping me back to the couch we play twenty questions in 
my pretty good broken French before she opts for English. 


There it is again, that look. What is it with these people? 


“And when was the last time you bled?” she asks point 
blank, making me do a double take. 


“Bled? I haven’t cut myself.” 
Oh... that bled? 
I do the math in my head, not hard. I know it’s been forever. 


“But...” I start to say, the good doctor is already packing her 
bag up, checking her pager which is buzzing. 


“T have another patient, here is a test. If it’s negative, call 
me on this number and I will come back,” she says abruptly, 
but with a knowing smile. 


That damned smile. 


And in a moment, she’s gone. 


I’ve never felt happier, more relieved or more stupid in my 
whole life. 


The white tiles of the bathroom are a blur and I feel the hot 
tears dropping down onto my legs as I sit here, still on the 
toilet, the solid blue line on the pregnancy test telling me 
what everyone else has been smiling about all along. 


I hear the door, Tony calls out, and then again with urgency 
once he hears my tear-stained croak. 


“My god, Jesus Ashlee what is it!” he calls out, skidding into 
the bathroom, scooping me up into his arms, wiping away 
my tears. 
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“TIl call an ambulance! Don’t panic, we’ll..” he says, 
brushing my hair back as I lift the test in between both our 
faces. 


It takes a moment, but I sniff my tears back and wipe my 
eyes, focusing on Tony then the little blue line with a smile, 
which turns into sobbing laughter. 


“I’m gonna be a mommy, Tony... and you’re gonna be a 
daddy!” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


OVER ONE YEAR LATER 
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“You look more beautiful than ever, Ashlee,” I tell her. 
Because it’s true. She does look beautiful. 


More every day, especially with our second child growing 
inside her. 


“I look like one of those provincial hogs we saw back in that 
village,” she protests, making a face before lifting Emily and 
sniffing her behind, then turning green. 


“I got it,” I tell her, calmly. “You come take the wheel and 
V’lL..” I motion with my hand for the baby and peck her 
cheek, letting Ashlee take the helm of our ride. 


A canal barge. Our canal barge. 


We’ve been traveling around France via canal, looking for a 
home out of the city to raise the kids in. I can work 
remotely, I don’t need to be on set every damned day. 


And Ashlee? 


“My greatest role, my biggest achievement so far is meeting 
you and having Emily. How can we go wrong if we just keep 
doing what feels so right?” she told me after Emily was 
born. 


Her play is still going, showing on Broadway next week and 
tipped to be nominated for a Tony award... but my girl’s 
focus is on her family for now and I kind of have to agree 
with her. 


It’s the greatest feeling in the world. 


“Pew! Baby, what have you been eating?” I ask little Emily, 
who gurgles and smiles a gummy grin, letting more of the 
same fill her diaper. 


“Only what her mother feeds her,” Ashlee calls out, popping 
a length of straw in her mouth, tilting her hat sideways and 
looking like a pirate as she manages the wheel. 


“T thought you felt sick?” I ask, teasing her, going below 
deck just far enough to the changing table. 


“Sick of changing diapers,” she murmurs, and I laugh along 
with Emily. 


“Mommy’s such a grouch when she’s pregnant, isn’t she?” I 
ask Emily, feeling my breath catch, not from her diaper 
smell, but from her hand grabbing my finger. 


“da,da!” she squeals, and laughs before trying to say it 
again. 


“Tony?” Ashlee calls out once Emily or I don’t make a sound 
for a while. I’m struck silent by my daughter... her first 
words. The feeling I get, it makes me tear up... makes me 
the proudest, happiest man alive. 


“Tonyyyy?” Ashlee calls again, an edge in her voice, 
reminding me not to worry her. 


I finish changing Emily and we both head back to mommy. 


“Hey you two, why so quiet? Not planning a mutiny... Tony? 
What’s wrong,” she asks but I shake my head, kissing 
Emily’s and then my wife’s forehead. 


“Nothing my babies, nothing’s wrong. Everything’s just 
perfect. I love you,” I tell her, and she takes Emily, looking 
down at her starting to fidget, wanting another feed. 


I take the wheel from Ashlee and she takes a seat next to 
me, the soft benches that are more like day beds, readying 
herself to feed Emily. 


“Uh... eyes front, Captain!” she warns me. “I know what 
you're like, you’ll have us shipwrecked if you don’t keep us 
steady,” she teases. 


Seeing her, with our baby and another on the way, feeding 
her with such love and adoration. The sun shining down on 
us, the eternal spring and summer of our life together. 


It doesn’t get any better than- 
Then I see it. 


“Tony, you sure you’re okay?” Ashlee asks, and I feel my 
head nodding like a puppet’s. 


I spot a mooring up ahead, and ready the barge to stop, 
hooking us up once I shut the motors off. 


It’s the house from my dream, the scenery, the light, Ashlee 
and Emily... everything. 


It’s like I’ve stepped into the dream I had all those months 
ago. 


Ashlee comes to my side, putting her free arm around my 
waist, the other cradling Emily to her chest. 


“You just saw it, yeah?” she asks, a hint of mischief in her 
voice. 


“How'd you...?” I start to ask, but some things are best left 
unspoken. Some dreams just have to come to pass. 


Even from this distance, I can see it needs a lot of work. A 
two story ancient farmhouse with a grove of even more 
ancient trees on either side of a white clay road leading up 
to it. 


But I’ve never felt more peace, more fulfillment than this 
moment. I don’t even have to see it up close to know we 
belong here, to settle down and make it our own. Ashlee, 
my family and me. 


“ah-ah!” Emily shreaks, “ah-ah,ah-ah!” waving her chubby 
little arm as her mommy points it out to her, smiling and 
whispering something to her, producing an old brass key 
and pressing it onto my hand, kissing me on the lips. 


“Happy anniversary darling, and thank you for bringing us 
home.” 


“But how did you?” is all I can say, all I can wonder. 


“A girl just knows, Tony. When she’s with the one who 
makes her whole, she just knows.” 


“T love you Ashlee,” I stammer, still amazed. 


“I love you more, Tony. More than you'll ever really know.” 
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